Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



WASHINGTON SQUARE. 



THE PENSION BEAUREPAS. 



A BUNDLE OF LETTERS. 



WASHINGTON SQUARE 



THE PENSION BEAUREPAS 



A BUNDLE OF LETTERS 



By HENEY JAMES, JuN. 



VOL. II. 




LONDON 
MACMILLAN AND CO. 



1881 



Q6I. L, / 



77- 



WASHINGTON SQUARE. 



XXVIII. 



The letter was a word of warning ; it informed h\m 
that the Doctor had come home more impracticable 
than ever. She might have reflected that Catherine 
would supply him with all the information he needed 
on this point ; but we know that Mrs. Penniman's 
reflections were rarely just ; and, moreover, she felt 
that it was not for her to depend on what Catherine 
might do. She was to do her duty, quite irrespec- 
tive of Catherine. I have said that her young 
friend took his ease with her, and it is an iUustra- 
tion of the fact that he made no answer to her 
letter. He took note of it, amply ; but he lighted 
his cigar with it, and he waited, in tranquil con- 
fidence that he should receive another. " His state 
of mind really freezes my blood," Mrs. Penniman 
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had written, alluding to her brother ; and it would 
have seemed that upon this statement she could 
hardly improve. Nevertheless, she wrote again, 
expressing herself with the aid of a different figure. 
"His hatred of you bums with a lurid flame — ^the 
flame that never dies," she wrote. " But it doesn't 
light up the darkness of your future. If my affec- 
tion could do so, aU the years of your life would be 
an eternal sunshine. I can extract nothing from C; 
she is so terribly secretive, like her father. She 
seems to expect to be married very soon, and has 
evidently made preparations in Europe — quantities 
of clothing, ten pairs of shoes, etc. My dear friend, 
you cannot set up in married life simply with a few 
pairs of shoes, can you ? TeU me what you think of 
this. I am intensely anxious to see you ; I have 
so much to say. I miss you dreadfully ; the house 
seems so empty without you. What is the news 
down town ? Is the business extending ? That 
dear little business — I think it's so brave of you ! 
Couldn't I come to your office? — just for three 
minutes? I might pass for a customer — ^is that 
what you caU them- I might come in to buy some- 
thing — ^some shares or some raOroad things. TeU 
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Toe what you think of this plan, I would carry a 
little reticule, like a woman of the people." 

In spite of the suggestion about the reticule, 
Morris appeared to think poorly of the plan, for he 
gave Mrs. Penniman no encouragement whatever to 
visit his office, which he had abeady represented to 
her as a place peculiarly and unnaturally difficult 
to find. But as she persisted* in desiring an inter- 
view — ^up to the last, after months of intimate 
coUoquy, she called these meetings " interviews " — 
he agreed that they should take a walk together, 
and was even kind enough to leave his office for 
this purpose, during the hours at which business 
might have been supposed to be liveliest. It was 
no surprise to him, when they met at a street-comer, 
in a region of empty lots and undeveloped pave- 
ments (Mrs. Penniman being attired as much as 
possible like a " woman of the people "), to find that, 
in spite of her urgency, what she chiefly had to 
convey to him was the assurance of her sympathy. 
Of such assurances, however, he had already a 
voluminous collection, and it would not have been 
worth his while to forsake a fruitful avocation 
merely to hear Mrs. Penniman say, for the thousandth 
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time, that she had made his cause her own. Morris 
had something of his own to say. It was an easy 
thing to bring out, and while he turned it over the 
difficulty made him acrimonious. 

" Oh yes, I know perfectly that he combines the 
properties of a lump of ice and a red-hot coal," he 
observed. " Catherine has made it thoroughly clear, 
and you have told me so till I am sick of it. You 
needn't teU me again ; I am perfectly satisfied. He 
wiU never give us a penny ; I regard that as mathe- 
matically proved." 

Mrs. Penniman at this point had an inspiration. 

"Couldn't you bring a lawsuit against him?" 
She wondered that this simple expedient had never 
occurred to her before. 

" I will bring a lawsuit against youl' said Morris, 
" if you ask me any more such aggravating questions. 
A man should know when he is beaten," he added, 
in a moment. " I must give her up !" 

Mrs. Penniman received this declaration in silence, 
though it made her heart beat a little. It found 
her by no means unprepared, for she had accustomed 
herself to the thought that, if Morris should decidedly 
not be able to get her brother^s money, it would not 



WASHINGTON SQUARE. 6 

do for him to marry Catherine without it. "It 
would not do" was a vague way of putting the 
thing; but Mrs. Fenniman's natural affection com- 
pleted the idea, which, though it had not as yet been 
so crudely expressed between them as in the form 
that Morris had just given it, had nevertheless been 
implied so often, in certain easy intervals of talk, as 
he sat stretching his legs in the Doctor's well-stuffed 
arm-chairs, that she had grown first to regard it with 
an emotion which she flattered herself was philoso- 
phic, and then to have a secret tenderness for it. 
The fact that she kept her tenderness secret proves, 
of course, that she was ashamed of it ; but she man- 
aged to blink her shame by reminding herself that 
she was, after all, the official protector of her niece's 
marriaga Her logic would scarcely have passed 
muster with the Doctor. In the first place, Morris 
must get the money, and she would help him to it. 
In the second, it was plain it would never come to 
him, and it would be a grievous pity he should marry 
without it-a young man who might so easily find 
something better. After her brother had delivered 
himself, on his return from Europe, of that incisive 
little address that has been quoted, Morris's cause 
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seemed so hopeless that Mrs. Fenniinan fixed her 
attention exdnsively upon the latter branch of her 
argument. If Morris had been her son, she would 
certainly have sacrificed Catherine to a superior con- 
ception of his future ; and to be ready to do so as 
the case stood was therefore even a finer degree of 
devotion. Nevertheless, it checked her breath a little 
to have the sacrificial knife, as it were, suddenly 
thrust into her hand. 

Morris walked along a moment, and then he re- 
peated, harshly — 

" I must give her up J" 

" I think I understand you," said Mrs. Penniman, 
gently. 

" I certainly say it distinctly enough — brutally 
and vulgarly enougL" 

He was ashamed of himself, and his shame was 
uncomfortable ; and as he was extremely intolerant 
of discomfort, he felt vicious and crueL He wanted 
to abuse somebody, and he began, cautiously — ^for 
he was always cautious — with himself. 

" Couldn't you take her down a little ?" he asked. 

"Take her down?" 

" Prepare her — try and ease me off." 
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Mrs. Fenniman stopped, looldiig at him very so- 
lemnly. 

" My poor Morris, do you know how much she 
loves you." 

"No, I don't. I don't want to know. I have 
always tried to keep from knowing. It would be 
too painfuL" 

" She will suffer much," said Mrs, Penniman. 

" You must console her. If you are as good a 
friend to me as you pretend to be, you will manage 
it." 

Mrs. Penniman shook her head, sadly. 

" You talk of my ' pretending ' to like you ; but 
I can't pretend to hate you. I can only tell her I 
think very highly of you; and how will that console 
her for losing you ?" 

" The Doctor will help you. He will be delighted 
at the thing being broken off, and, as he is a know- 
ing fellow, he will invent something to comfort her." 

" He will invent a new torture !" cried Mrs. 
Penniman. " Heaven deliver her from her father's 
comfort. It will consist of his crowing over her 
and saying, ' I always told you so !'" 

Morris coloured a most uncomfortable red. 
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" If you don't console her any better than you 
console me, you certainly won't be of much use ! 
It's a damned disagreeable necessity ; I feel it ex- 
tremely, and you ought to make it easy for me." 

" I will be your friend for life !" Mrs. Penniman 
declared. 

" Be my friend imad /" And Morris walked on. 

She went with him ; she was almost trembling. 

" Should you like me to tell her ?" she asked. 

" You mustn't tell her, but you can — you can 

." And he hesitated, trying to think what 

Mrs. Penniman could do. " You can explain to her 
why it is. It's because I can't bring myself to step 
in between her and her father — ^to give him the 
pretext he grasps at so eagerly (it's a hideous sight) 
for depriving her of her rights." 

Mrs. Penniman felt with remarkable promptitude 
the charm of this formula. 

"That's so like you," she said; "it's so jfinely 
felt" 

Morris gave his stick an angry swing. 

" Oh botheration !" he exclaimed perversely. 

Mrs. Penniman, however, was not discouraged. 

" It may turn out better than you think. Cath- 
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erine is, after all, so very peculiar." And she thought 
she might take it upon herself to assure him that, 
whatever happened, the girl would be very quiet — 
she wouldn't make a noise. They extended their 
walk, and, while they proceeded, Mrs. Penniman 
took upon herself other things besides, and ended 
by having assumed a considerable burden ; Morris 
being ready enough, as may be imagined, to put 
everything off upon her. But he was not for a 
single instant the dupe of her blundering alacrity ; 
he knew that of what she promised she was compe- 
tent to perform but an insignificant fraction, and the 
more she professed her willingness to serve him, the 
greater fool he thought her. 

"What will you do if you don't marry her?" 
she ventured to inquire in the course of this con- 
versation. 

" Something brilliant," said Morris. " Shouldn't 
you like me to do something brilliant ?" 

The idea gave Mrs. Penniman exceeding pleasure. 

" I shall feel sadly taken in if you don't." 

" I shall have to, to make up for this. This isn't 
at all brilliant, you know." 

Mrs. Penniman mused a little, as if there might 
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be some way of making out that it was ; but she 
had to give up the attempt, and, to carry oflf the 
awkwardness of failure, she risked a new inquiry. 

"Do you mean — do you mean another mar- 
riage?" 

Morris greeted this question with a reflection 

« 

which was hardly the less impudent from being in- 
audible. "Surely, women are more crude than 
men!" And then he answered audibly — 
. " Never in the world !" 

Mrs. Penniman felt disappointed and snubbed, 
and she relieved herself in a little vaguely sarcastic 
cry. He was certainly perverse. 

" I give her up not for another woman, but for a 
wider career ! " Morris announced. 

This was very grand ; but still Mrs. Penniman, 
who felt that she had exposed herself, was faintly 
rancorous. 

"Do you mean never to come to see her again ?" 
she asked, with some sharpness. 

" Oh no, I shall come again ; but what is the use 
of dragging it out ? I have been four times since she 
came back, and it's terribly awkward work. I can't 
keep it up indefinitely; she oughtn't to expect that, 
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you know. A woman should never keep a man 
dangling !" he added, jfinely. 

"Ah, but you must have your last parting!" 
urged his companiqn, in whose imagination the idea 
of last partings occupied a place inferior in dignity 
only to that of first meetings. 
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He came again, without managing the last part- 
ing ; and again and again, without finding that Mrs. 
Penniman had as yet done much to pave the path oi 
retreat with flowers. It was devilish awkward, as 
he said, and he felt a lively animosity for Catherine's 
aunt, who, as he had now quite formed the habit of 
saying to himself, had dragged him into the mess 
and was bound in common charity to get him out of 
it. Mrs. Penniman, to tell the truth, had, in the 
seclusion of her 'own apartment — and, I may add, 
amid the suggestiveness of Catherine's, which wore in 
those days the appearance of that of a young lady lay- 
ing out her trousseau — Mrs. Penniman had measured 
her responsibilities, and taken fright at their magni- 
tude. The task of preparing Catherine and easing 
off Morris presented diflSculties which increased in 
the execution, and even led the impidsive Lavinia 
to ask herself whether the modification of the young 
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man's original project had been conceived in a happy 
spirit. A brilKant future, a wider career, a conscience 
exempt from the reproach of interference between a 
young lady and her natural rights — ^these excellent 
things might be too troublesomely purchased. From 
Catherine herself Mrs. Penniman received no assist- 
ance whatever ; the poor girl was apparently without 
suspicion of her danger. She looked at her lover 
with eyes of undiminished trust, and though she had 
less confidence in her aunt than in a young man with 
whom she had exchanged so many tender vows, she 
gave her no handle for explaining or confessing. 
Mrs. Penniman, faltering and wavering, declared 
Catherine was very stupid, put off the great scene, 
as she would have called it, from day to day, and 
wandered about very uncomfortably, primed, to 
repletion, with her apology, but unable to bring it 
to the light. Morris's own scenes were very small 
ones just now ; but even these were beyond his 
strength. He made his visits as brief as possible, 
and, whfle he sat with his mistress, found terribly 
little to talk about. She was waiting for him, in 
vulgar parlance, to name the day ; and so long as he 
was unprepared to be explicit on this point, it seemed 
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a mockery to pretend to talk about matters more 
abstract She had no airs and no arts; she never 
attempted to disguise her expectancy. She was 
waiting on bis good pleasure, and would wait 
modestly and patiently; his hanging back at this 
supreme time might appear strange, but of course he 
must have a good reason for it. Catherine would 
have made a wife of the gentle old-fashioned pattern 
— ^regarding reasons as favours and windfalls, but no 
more expecting one every day than she would have 
expected a bouquet of camellias. During the period 
of her engagement, however, a young lady even of the 
most slender pretensions counts upon more bouquets 
than at other times ; and there was a want of perfume 
in the air at this moment which at last excited the 
girl's alarm. 

"Are you sick?" she asked of Morris. "You 
seem so restless, and you look pale." 

" I am not at all well," said Morris ; and it occurred 
to him that, if he could only make her pity him 
enough, he might get off. 

"I am afraid you are overworked; you oughtn't 
to work so mucL" 

''I must do that." And then he added^ with a 
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sort of calculated brutality, " I don't want to owe 
you everything ! " 

" Ah, how can you say that ? " 

" I am too proud," said Morris. 

" Yes — ^you are too proud ! " 

" Well, you must take me as I am," he went on. 
" you can never change me." 

" I don't want to change you," she said, gently. 
"I will take you as you are!" And she stood 
looking at him. 

"You know people talk tremendously about a 
man's marrying a rich girl," Morris remarked. « It's 
excessively disagreeable." 

"But I am not rich?" said Catherine. 

" You are rich enough to make me talked about ! " 

" Of course you are talked about. It's an honour ! " 

" It's an honour I could easUy dispense with." 

She was on the point of asking him whether it were 
not a compensation for this annoyance that the poor 
girl who had the misfortune to bring it upon him, 
loved him so dearly and believed in him so truly ; 
but she hesitated, thinking that this would perhaps 
seem an exacting speech, and while she hesitated, he 
suddenly left her. 
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The next time he came, however, she brought it 
out, and she told him again that he was too proud. 
He repeated that he couldn't change, and this time 
she felt the impulse to say that with a little effort he 
might change. 

Sometimes he thought that if he could only- 
make a quarrel with her it might help him; but the 
question was how to quarrel with a young woman 
who had such treasures of concession, " I suppose 
you think the effort is all on your side ! " he was 
reduced to exclaiming. " Don't you believe that I 
have my own effort to make ?" 

"It's aU yours now," she said, "My effort is 
finished and done with !" 

" Well, mine is not." 

" We must bear things together," said Catherine. 
" That's what we ought to do." 

Morris attempted a natural smile. " There are 
some things which we can't very well bear together 
—for instance, separation." 

" Why do you speak of separation ?" 

" Ah ! you don't like it ; I knew you wouldn't !" 

"Where are you going, Morris?" she suddenly 
asked. 
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He fixed his eye on her a moment, and for a part 
of that moment she was afraid of it. " Will you 
promise not to make a scene ?" 

" A scene ! — do I make scenes ?" 

" All women do !" said Morris, with the tone of 
large experience. 

" I don't. Where are you going ?" 

" K I should say I was going away on business, 
should you think it very strange ?'* 

She wondered a moment, gazing at him. " Yes 
— no. Not if you will take me with you." 

"Take you with me — on business ?" 
rv " What is your business ? Your business is to 

be with me." 

" I don't earn my living with you," said Morris, 
" Or rather," he cried with a sudden inspiration, "that's 
just what I do — or what the world says I do ?" 

This ought perhaps to have been a great stroke, but 
it miscarried. " Where are you going ?" Catherine 
simply repeated. 

" To New Orleans. About buying some cotton." 

" I am perfectly willing to go to New Orleans," 
Catherine said. 

" Do you suppose I would take you to a nest of 
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yellow fever ?" cried Morris. " Do you suppose I 
would expose you at such a time as this ?" 

" If there is yellow fever, why should you go ? 
Morris, you must not go ?" 

" It is to make six thousand dollars," said Morris. 
"Do you grudge me that satisfaction V* 

" We have no need of six thousand dollars. You 
think too much about money I" 

" You can afford to say that ? This is a great 
chance; we heard of it last night." And he ex- 
plained to her in what the chance consisted ; and 
told her a long story, going over more than once 
several of the details, about the remarkable stroke 
of business which he and his partner had planned 
between them. 

But Catherine's imagination, for reasons best 
known to herself, absolutely refused to be fired. 
" If you can go to New Orleans, I can go," she said. 
"Why shouldn't you catch yellow fever quite as 
easily as I ? I am every bit as strong as you, and 
not in the least afraid of any fever. When we were 
in Europe, we were in very imhealthy places ; my 
father used to make me take some pills. I never 
caught anything, and I never was nervous. What 
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will be the use of six thousand dollars if you die of 
a fever ? When persons are going to be married, 
they oughtn't to think so much about business. 
You shouldn't think about cotton, you should think 
about me. Tou can go to New Orleans some other 
time — there will always be plenty of cotton. It 
isn't the moment to choose — ^we have waitSed too 
long already." She spoke more forcibly and volubly 
than he had ever heard her, and she held his arm in 
her two hands. 

" You said you wouldn't make a scene !" cried 
Morris. '* I call this a scene." 

" It's you that are making it ! I have never 
asked you anything before. We have waited too 
long already." And it was a comfort to her to think 
that she had hitherto asked so little ; it seemed to 
make her right to insist the greater now. 

Morris bethought himself a little. " Very well, 
then; we won't talk about it any more. I will 
transact my business by letter." And he began to 
smooth his hat, as if to take leave. 

" You won't go ?" And she stood looking up at 
him. 

He could not give up his idea of provoking a 
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quarrel; it was so much the simplest way! He 
bent his eyes on her upturned face, with the darkest 
fipown he could achieve. "You are not discreet. 
You mustn't bully me !" 

But, as usual, she conceded everything. " No, I 
am not discreet ; I know I am too pressing. But 
isn't it natural ? It is only for a moment." 

" In a moment you may do a great deal of harm. 
Try and be calmer the next time I come." 

"When will you come ?" 

" Do you want to make conditions ?" Morris 
asked. " I will come next Saturday." 

" Come to-morrow," Catherine begged ; " I want 
you to come to-morrow. I will be very quiet," she 
added ; and her agitation had by this time become 
so great that the assurance was not unbecoming. 
A sudden fear had come over her ; it was like the 
soUd conjunction of a dozen disembodied doubts, and 
her imagination, at a single bound, had traversed an 
enormous distance. All her being, for the moment, 
centred in the wish to keep him in the room. 

Morris bent his head and kissed her forehead. 
" When you are quiet, you are perfection," he said ; 
" but when you are violent, you are not in character." 
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It was Catherine's wish that there should be no 
violence about her save the beating of her heart, 
which she could not help ; and she went on, as 
gently as possible, " Will you promise to come to- 
morrow ? " 

''I said Saturday!" Morris answered smiling. 
He tried a frown at one moment, a smile at another ; 
he was at his wit's end. 

"Yes, Saturday too," she answered, trying to 
smile. "But to-morrow first." He was going to 
the door, and she went with him, quickly. She 
leaned her shoulder against it; it seemed to her 
that she would do anything to keep him. 

" K I am prevented from coming to-morrow, you 
will say I have deceived you !" he said. 

" How can you be prevented ? You can come 
if you will" 

" I am a busy man— ^I am not a dangler !" cried 
Morris, sternly. 

His voice was so hard and unnatural that, with 
a helpless look at him, she turned away ; and then 
he quickly laid his hand on the door-knob. He 
felt as if he were absolutely running away from her. 
But in an instant she was close to him again, and 
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murmuiing in a tone none the less penetrating for 
being low, " Morris, you are going to leave me." 

« Yes, for a little while." 

"For how long?" 

" TiU you are reasonable again." 

"I shall never be reasonable in that way!" 
And she tried to keep him longer ; it was almost a 
struggle. " Think of what I have done !" she broke 
out " Morris, I have given up everjrthing !" 

" Tou shall have everything back !" 

"You wouldn't say that if you didn't mean 
something. What is it ? — ^what has happened ? — 
what have I done ? — ^what has changed you ?" 

*'I will write to you — that is better," Morris 
stammered. 

" Ah, you won't come back !" she cried, bursting 
into tears. 

** Dear Catherine," he said, " don't believe that ! 
I promise you that you shall see me again !" And 
he managed to get away and to close the door be- 
hind him. 
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It was almost her last outbreak of passive grief; at 
least, she never indulged in another that the world 
knew anything about. But this one was long and 
terrible; she flung herself on the sofa and gave 
herself up to her misery. She hardly knew what 
had happened ; ostensibly she had only had a dif- 
ference with her lover, as other girls had had before, 
and the thing was not only not a rupture, but she 
was imder no obligation to regard it even as a 
menace. Nevertheless, she felt a wound, even if he 
had not dealt it ; it seemed to her that a mask had 
suddenly fallen from his face. He had wished to 
get away from her; he had been angry and cruel, 
and said strange thiugs, with strange looks. She 
was smothered and stunned; she buried her head 
in the cushions, sobbing and talking to herself. 
But at last she raised herself, with the fear that 
either her father or Mrs. Penniman would come in ; 
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and then she sat there, staring before her, while the 
room grew darker. She said to herself that perhaps 
he would come back to tell her he had not meant 
what he said ; and she listened for his ring at the 
door, trying to believe that this was probable. A 
long time passed, but Morris remained absent ; the 
shadows gathered ; the evening settled down on the 
meagre elegance of the light, clear-coloured room; 
the fire went out. When it had grown dark, 
Catherine went to the window and looked out ; she 
stood there for half an hour, on the mere chance 
that he would come up the steps. At last she 
turned away, for she saw her father come in. He 
had seen her at the window looking out, and he 
stopped a moment at the bottom of the white steps, 
and gravely, with an air of exaggerated courtesy, 
lifted his hat to her. The gesture was so incongru- 
ous to the condition she was in, this stately tribute 
of respect to a poor girl despised and forsaken was 
so out of place, that the thing gave her a kind of 
horror, and she hurried away to her room. It 
seemed to her that she had given Morris up. 

She had to show herself half an hour later, and 
she was sustained at table by the immensity of her 
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desire that her father should not perceive that any- 
thing had happened. This was a great help to her 
afterwards, and it served her (though never as much 
as she supposed) from the first. On this occasion 
Dr. Sloper was rather talkative. He told a great 
many stories about a wonderful poodle that he had 
seen at the house of an old lady whom he visited 
professionally. Catherine not only tried to appear 
to listen to the anecdotes of the poodle, but she 
endeavoured to interest herself in them, so as not to 
think of her scene with Morris. That perhaps was 
an hallucination ; he was mistaken, she was jealous ; 
people didn't change like that from one day to 
another. Then she knew that she had had doubts 
before — strange suspicions, that were at once vague 
and acute — and that he had been diflFerent ever 
since her return from Europe : whereupon she tried 
again to listen to her father, who told a story so 
remarkably well. Afterwards she went straight to 
her own room ; it was beyond her strength to 
undertake to spend the evening with her aunt. 
All the evening, alone, she questioned herself. 
Her trouble was terrible ; but was it a thing of 
her imagination, engendered by an extravagant 
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sensibility, or did it represent a clear-cut reality, 
and had the worst that was possible actually come 
to pass ? Mrs. Penniman, with a degree of tact 
that was as unusual as it was commendable, took 
the line of leaving her alone. The truth is, that 
her suspicions having been aroused, she indulged a 
desire, natural to a timid person, that the explosion 
should be localised. So long as the air still vibrated 
she kept out of the way. 

She passed and repassed Catherine's door several 
times in the course of the evening, as if she expected 
to hear a plaintive moan behind it. But the room 
remained perfectly still; and accordingly, the last 
thing before retiring to her own couch, she applied 
for admittance. Catherine was sitting up, and had 
a book that she pretended to be reading. She had 
no wish to go to bed, for she had no expectation of 
sleeping. After Mrs. Penniman had left her she 
sat up half the night, and she offered her visitor no 
inducement to remain. Her aunt came stealing 
in very gently, and approached her with great 
solemnity. 

" I am afraid you are in trouble, my dear. Can 
I do anything to help you V 
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" I am not in any trouble whatever, ^d do not 
need any help," said Catherine, fibbing roundly, and 
proving thereby that not only our faults, but our most 
involuntary misfortunes, tend to corrupt our morals. 

" Has nothing happened to you V* 

" Nothing whatever." 

** Are you very sure, dear ?" 

*' Perfectly sure." 

" And can I really do nothing for you ?" 

*' Nothing, aunt, but kindly leave me alone," said 
Catherine. 

Mrs. Penniman, though she had been afraid of 
too warm a welcome before, was now disappointed 
at so cold a one ; and in relating afterwards, as she 
did to many persons, and with considerable varia- 
tions of detail, the history of the termination of her 
niece's engagement, she was usually careful to 
mention that the young lady, on a certain occasion, 
had " hustled " her out of the room. It was char- 
acteristic of Mrs. Penniman that she related this 
fact, not in the least out of malignity to Catherine, 
whom she very sufficiently pitied, but simply from 

a natural disposition to embellish any subject that 
she touched. 



28 WASHINGTON SQUARE. 

Catherine^ as I have said, sat up half the nighty 
as if she still expected to hear Monis Townsend 
ring at the door. On the morrow this expectation 
was less unreasonable ; but it was not gratified by 
the reappearance of the young man. Neither had 
he written ; there was not a word of explanation or 
reassurance. Fortunately for Catherine she could 
take refage from her excitement, which had now 
become intense, in her determination that her father 
should see nothing of it. How well she deceived 
her father we shall have occasion to learn ; but her 
innocent arts were of little avail before a person of 
the rare perspicacity of Mrs. Penniman. This lady 
easily saw that she was agitated, and if there was 
any agitation going forward, Mrs. Penniman was not 
a person to forfeit her natural share in it. She 
returned to the charge the next evening, and 
requested her niece to lean upon her — to unburden 
her heart. Perhaps she should be able to explain 
certain things that now seemed dark, and that she 
knew more about than Catherine supposed. If 
Catherine had been frigid the night before, to-day 
she was haughty. 

" You are completely mistaken, and I have not 
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the least idea what you mean. I don't know 
what you are trying to fasten on me, and I have 
never had less need of any one's explanations in my 
life." 

In this way the girl delivered herself, and from 
hour to hour kept her aimt at bay. From hour 
to hour Mrs. Penniman's curiosity grew. She 
would have given her little finger to know what 
Morris had said and done, what tone he had taken, 
what pretext he had foimd. She wrote to him, 
naturally, to request an interview ; but she received, 
as naturally, no answer to her petition. Morris 
was not in a writing mood ; for Catherine had 
addressed him two short notes which met with no 
acknowledgment. These notes were so brief that I 
may give them entire. " Won't you give me some 
sign that you didn't mean to be so cruel as you 
seemed on Tuesday?" — that was the first; the 
other was a little longer. " If I was imreasonable 
or suspicious, on Tuesday — ^if I annoyed you or 
troubled you in any way — I beg your forgiveness, 
and I promise never again to be so foolish. I am 
ptmished enough, and I don't understand Dear 
Morris, you are killing me!" These notes were 
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despatched on the Friday and Saturday ; but Satur- 
day and Sunday passed without bringing the poor 
girl the satisfaction ^e desired. Her punishment 
accumulated ; she continued to bear it, however, 
with a good deal of superficial fortitude. On 
Saturday morning, the Doctor, who had been watch- 
ing in silence, spoke to his sister Lavinia. 

"The thing has happened — the scoundrel has 
backed out !" 

"Never!" cried Mrs. Penniman, who had be- 
thought herself what she should say to Catherine, 
but was not provided with a line of defence against 
her brother, so that indignant negation was the only 
weapon in her hands. 

" He has begged for a reprieve, then, if you like 
that better !" 

" It seems to make you very happy that your 
daughter's affections have been trifled with." 

" It does," said the Doctor ; " for I had foretold 
it ! It's a great pleasure to be in the right." 

*'Your pleasures make one shudder!" his sister 
exclaimed. 

Catherine went rigidly through her usual 
occupations ; that is, up to the point of going with 



WASHINGTON SQUARK 81 

her aunt to churcli on Sunday morning. She 
generally went to afternoon service as well ; but on 
this occasion her courage faltered, and she begged 
of Mrs. Penniman to go without her. 

"I am sure you have a secret," said Mrs. 
Penniman, with great significance, looking at her 
rather grimly. 

" If I have, I shall keep it !" Catherine answered, 
turning away. 

Mrs. Penniman started for church; but before 
she had arrived, she stopped and turned back, and 
before twenty minutes had elapsed she re-entered 
the house, looked into the empty parlours, and then 
went upstairs and knocked at Catherine's door. 
She got no answer; Catherine was not in her 
room, and Mrs. Penniman presently ascertained 
that she was not in the house. " She has gone to 
him, she has fled ! " Lavinia cried, clasping her 
hands with admiration and envy. But she soon 
perceived that Catherine had taken nothing with 
her — all her personal property in her room was 
intact — and then she jumped at the hypothesis 
that the girl had gone forth, not in tenderness, but 
in resentment. " She has followed him to his own 
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door — she has burst upon him in his own apart- 
ment ! " It was in these terms that Mrs. Penniman 
depicted to herself her niece's errand, which, viewed 
in this light, gratified her sense of the picturesque 
only a shade less strongly than the idea of a 
clandestine marriage. To visit one's lover, with 
tears and reproaches, at his own residence, was an 
image so agreeable to Mrs. Penniman's mind that 
she felt a sort of aesthetic disappointment at its 
lacking, in this case, the harmonious accompani- 
ments of darkness and storm. A quiet Sunday 
afternoon appeared an inadequate setting for it; 
and, indeed, Mrs. Penniman was quite out of 
humour with the conditions of the time, which 
passed very slowly as she sat in the front-parlour, 
in her bonnet and her cashmere shawl, awaiting 
Catherine's return. 

This event at last took place. She saw her — 
at the window — amount the steps, and she went to 
await her in the hall, where she pounced upon her 
as soon as she had entered the house, and drew her 
into the parlour, closing the door with solemnity. 
Catherine was flushed, and her eye was bright. 
Mrs. Penniman hardly knew what to think. 
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" May I venture to ask where you have been ? " 
she demanded. 

" I have been to take a walk," said Catherine. 
'* I thought you had gone to churcL" 

" I did go to church ; but the service was shorter 
than usual And pray where did you walk ?" 

" I don't know ! " said Catherine. 

'' Tour ignorance is most extraordinary ! Dear 
Catherine, you can trust me." 

" What am I to trust you with ?" 

■ 

" With your secret — your sorrow." 

" I have no sorrow !" said Catherine fiercely. 

" My poor child," Mrs. Penniman insisted, " you 
can't deceive me. I know everything. I have been 
requested to — a — ^to converse with you." 

" I don't want to converse !" 

*' It will relieve you. Don't you know Shake- 
speare's lines? — 'the grief that does not speak!' 
My dear girl, it is better as it is." 

" What is better ? " Catherine asked. 

She was really too perverse. A certain amount 
of perversity was to be allowed for in a young lady 
whose lover had thrown her over ; but not such an 
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amount as would prove inconyenient to his apolo- 
gists. '' That you should be reasonable/' said Mrs. 
Fenniman^ with some sternness. '' That you should 
take counsel of worldly prudence, and submit to 
practical considerations. That you should agree to 
— a — separate/' 

Catherine had been ice up to this moment, but 
at this word she flamed up. " Separate ? What do 
you know about our separating ?" 

Mrs. Fenniman shook her head with a sadness 
in which there was almost a sense of injury. *' Your 
pride is my pride, and your susceptibilities are mine. 
I see your side perfectly, but I also" — and she 
smiled with melancholy suggestiveness — " I also see 
the situation as a whole 1" 

This suggestiveness was lost upon Catherine, who 
repeated her violent inquiry. " Why do you talk 
about separation ; what do you know about it ?" 

" We must study resignation/' said Mrs. Fenni- 
man, hesitating, but sententious at a venture. 

" Eesignation to what ?" 

" To a change of — of our plans." 

" My plans have not changed !" said Catherine, 
with a little laugh. 
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"Ah, but Mr. Townsend's have," her aunt 
answered very gently. 

" What do you mean ?" 

There was an imperious brevity in the tone of 
this inquiry^ against which Mrs. Penniman felt 
bound to protest ; the information with which she 
had undertaken to supply her niece was after all 
a favour. She had tried sharpness^ and she had 
tried sternness; but neither would do; she was 
shocked at the girl's obstinacy. "Ah, well,'* she 
said, " if he hasn't told you ! . , ." and she turned 
away. 

Catherine watched her a moment in silence; 
then she hurried after her, stopping her before she 
reached the door. " Told me what ? What do you 
mean ? What are you hinting at and threatening 
me with?" 

" Isn't it broken off ?" asked Mrs. Penniman. 

" My engagement ? Not in the least !" 

" I beg your pardon in that case. I have spoken 
too soon ! " 

" Too soon ! Soon or late," Catherine broke out, 
" you speak foolishly and cruelly !" 

" What has happened between you then ?" asked 
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her aunt struck by the sincerity of this cry. *' For 
something certainly has happened." 

'' Nothing has happened but that I love him more 
and more ! " 

Mrs. Fenniman was silent an instant. " I sup- 
pose that's the reason you went to see him this 
afternoon." 

Catherine flushed as if she had been struck. "Yes, 
I did go to see him ! But that's my own business." 

'^Very well, then ; we won't talk about it." And 
Mrs. Penniman moved towards the door again. But 
she was stopped by a sudden imploring cry from the 
girl. 

" Aunt Lavinia, where has he gone ?" 

"Ah, you admit then that he has gone away? 
Didn't they know at his house ?" 

" They said he had left town. I asked no more 
questions; I was ashamed," said Catherine simply 
enough. 

" You needn't have taken so compromising a step 
if you had had a little more confidence in me," Mrs. 
Penniman observed, with a good deal of grandeur. 

" Is it to New Orleans ! " Catherine went on, 
irrelevantly. 
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It was the first time Mrs. Penniman had heard 
of New Orleans in this connection ; but she was 
averse to letting Catherine know that she was in 
the dark. She attempted to strike an illumination 
from the instructions she had received from Morris. 
" My dear Catherine," she said, " when a separation 
has been agreed upon, the farther he goes away the 
better." 

" Agreed upon ? Has he agreed upon it with 
you ?" A consummate sense of her aunt's meddle- 
some folly liad come over her during the last five 
minutes, and she was sickened at the thought that 
Mrs. Penniman had been let loose, as it were, upon 
her happiness. 

" He certainly has sometimes advised with me," 
said Mrs. Penniman. 

'' Is it you then that have changed him and made 
him so unnatural?" Catherine cried. "Is it you 
that have worked on him and taken him from me ! 
He doesn't belong to you, and I don't see how you 
have anything to do with what is between us ! Is 
it you that have made this plot and told him to 
leave me ? How could you be so wicked, so cruel ? 
What have I ever done to you ; why can't you 
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leave me alone ? I was afraid you would spoil 
everything ; for you do spoil everything you touch ! 
I was afraid of you all the time we were abroad ; I 
had no rest when I thought that you were always 
talking to him." Catherine went on with growing 
vehemence, pouring out in her bitterness and in the 
clairvoyance of her passion (which suddenly, jumping 
all processes, made her judge her aunt £baally and 
without appeal), the uneasiness which had lain for 
so many months upon her heart 

Mrs. Penniman was scared and bewildered ; she 
saw no prospect of introducing her little account of 
the purity of Morris's motives. '' You are a most 
ungrateful girl I" she cried. " Do you scold me for 
talking with him! I am sure we never talked of 
anything but you !" 

" Yes ; and that was the way you worried him ; 
you made him tired of my very name 1 I wish you 
had never spoken of me to him ; I never asked your 
help!" 

'' I am sure if it hadn't been for me he would 
never have come to the house, and you would never 
have known what he thought of you/* Mrs. Penni- 
man rejoined with a good deal of justice. 
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" I wish he never had come to the house, and 
that I never had known it ! That's better than this/' 
said poor Catherine. 

"You ate a very tmgtateM girV Aunt Lavinia 
repeated. 

Catherine's outbreak of anger and the sense of 
wrong gave her, while they lasted, the satisfaction that 
comes from all assertion of force ; they hurried her 
along, and there is always a sort of pleasure in 
cleaving the air. But at the bottom she hated to 
be violent, and she was conscious of no aptitude for 
organised resentment. She calmed herself with a 
great effort, but with great rapidity, and walked 
about the room a few moments, trying to say to 
herself that her aunt had meant everything for the 
best. She did not succeed in saying it with much 
conviction, but after a little she was able to speak 
quietly enough. 

" I am not ungrateful, but I am very unhappy. 
It's hard to be grateful for that," she said. " Will 
you please tell me where he is ?" 

" I haven't the least idea ; I am not in secret 
correspondence with him!" And Mrs. Penniman 
wished indeed that she were, so that she might 
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let him know how Catherine abased her, after all 
she had done. 

" Was it a plan of his, then, to break ofif ? " 

By this time Catherine had become completely quiet. 

Mrs. Penniman began again to have a glimpse of 
her chance for explaining. "He shrank — ^he shrank," 
she said. " He lacked courage, but it was the cour- 
age to injure you ! He couldn't bear to bring down 
on you your father^s curse." 

Catherine listened to this with her eyes fixed 
upon her aunt, and continued to gaze at her for 
some time afterwards ''Did he tell you to say 
that?" 

" He told me to say many things — all so delicate, 
so discriminatrng. And he told me to teU you he 
hoped you wouldn't despise him." 

** I don't," said Catherine. And then she added: 
" And will he stay away for ever ?" 

"Oh, for ever is a long time. Your father, 
perhaps, won't live for ever." 

" Perhaps not." 

" I am sure you appreciate — ^you understand — 
even though your heart bleeds," said Mrs. Penniman. 
" You doubtless think him too scrupulous. So do 
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I, but I respect his scruples. What he asks of you 
is that you should do the same." 

Catherine was still gazing at her aunt, but she 
spoke, at last, as if she had not heard or not imder- 
stood her. " It has been a regular plan, then. He 
has broken it off deliberately; he has given me up." 

" For the present, dear Catherine. He has put 
it ofF, only." 

'' He has left me alone," Catherine went on. 

" Haven't you mef" asked Mrs. Penniman, with 
much expression. 

Catherine . shook her head slowly. " I don't 
believe it !" and she left the room. 
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Though she had forced herself to be calm, she pre- 
ferred practising this virtue in private, and she 
forbore to show herself at tea — a repast which, on 
Sundays, at six o'clock, took the place of dinner. 
Dr. Sloper and his sister sat face to face, but Mrs. 
Penniman never met her brother's eye. Late in the 
evening she went with him, but without Catherine, 
to their sister Almond's, where, between the two 
ladies, Catherine's unhappy situation was discussed 
with a frankness that was conditioned by a good 
deal of mysterious reticence on Mrs. Penniman's part. 

'' I am delighted he is not to many her," said 
Mrs. Almond, ''but he ought to be horsewhipped 
all the same." 

Mrs. Penniman, who was shocked at her sister's 
coarseness, replied that he had been actuated by the 
noblest of motives — the desire not to impoverish 
Catherine. 
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" I am very happy that Catherine is not to be 
impoverished — but I hope he may never have a 
penny too much! And what does the poor girl 
say to you V* Mrs. Almond asked. 

^ She says I have a genuis for consolation/' said 
Mrs. Penniman. 

This was the account of the matter that she 
gave to her sister, and it was perhaps with the 
consciousness of genius that, on her return that 
evemng to Washington Square, she again presented 
herself for admittance at Catherine's door. Catherine 
came and opened it ; she was apparently very quiet. 

"I only want to give you a little word of 
advice," she said. "If your father asks you, say 
that everything is going on." 

Catherine stood there, with her hand on the 
knob, looking at her aunt, but not asking her to 
come in, "Do you think he will ask me?" 

" I am sure he wilL He asked me just now, 
on our way home from your Aunt Elizabeth's. 1 
explained the whole thing to your Aunt Elizabeth. 
I said to your father I know nothing about it" 

" Do you think he will ask me, when he sees — 
when he sees ?" But here Catherine stopped. 
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"The more he sees, the more disagreeable he 
wiU be," said her aunt 

'* He shall see as little as possible !" Catherine 
declared. 

" Tell him you are to be married." 

"So I am," said Catherine, softly; and she 
closed the door upon her aunt 

She could not have said this two days later — 
for instance, on Tuesday, when she at last received 
a letter from Morris Townsend. It was an epistle 
of considerable length, measuring five large square 
pages, and written at Philadelphia. It was an 
explanatory document, and it explained a great 
many things, chief among which were the con- 
siderations that had led the writer to take advan- 
tage of an urgent " professional " absence to try and 
banish from his mind the image of one whose path 
he had crossed only to scatter it with ruins. He 
ventured to expect but partial success in this 
attempt, but he could promise her that, whatever 
his failure, he would never again interpose between 
her generous heart and her brilliant prospects and 
filial duties. He closed with an intimation that 
his professional pursuits might compel him to travel 
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for some months, and with the hope that when they 
should each have accommodated themselves to what 
was sternly involved in their respective positions — 
even should this result not be reached for years — 
they should meet as friends^ as fellow-sufferers, as 
innocent but philosophic victims of a great social 
law. That her life should be peaceful and happy 
was the dearest wish of him who ventured still 
to subscribe himself her most obedient servant. 
The letter was beautifully written, and Catherine 
who kept it for many years after this, was able, 
when her sense of the bitterness of its meaning and 
the hollowness of its tone had grown less acute, to 
admire its grace of expression. At present, for a 
long time after she received it, all she had to help 
her was the determination, daily more rigid, to 
make no appeal to the compassion of her father. 

He suffered a week to elapse, and then one day, 
in the morning, at an hour at which she rarely saw 
him, he strolled into the back-peurlour. He had 
watched his time, and. he found her alone. She 
'was sitting with some work, and he came and stood 
in firont of her. He was going out, he had on his 
hat and was drawing on his gloves. 
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'* It doesn't seem to me that you axe treating me 
just now with all the consideration I deserve/* he 
said in a moment. 

"I don't know what I have done," Catherine 
answered, with her eyes on her work. 

" You have apparently quite banished from your 
mind the request I made you at Liverpool, before 
we sailed ; the request that you would notify me in 
advance before leaving my house." 

" I have hot left your house 1" said Catherine. 

" But you intend to leave it, and by what you 
gave me to understand, your departure must be 
impending. In fact, though you are still here in 
body, you are already absent in spirit. Your mind 
has taken up its residence with your prospective 
husband, and you might quite as well be lodged 
under the conjugal roof, for all the benefit we get 
from your society." 

" I will try and be more cheerful!" said Catherine. 

*' You certainly ought to be cheerful, you ask a 
great deal if you are not. To the pleasure of 
marrying a brilliant young man, you add that of 
having your own way; you strike me as a very 
lucky young lady !" 
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Catherine got up; she was suffocating. But 
she folded her work, deliberately and correctly, 
bending her burning face upon it. Her father 
stood where he had planted himself; she hoped he 
would go, but he smoothed and buttoned his gloves, 
and then he rested his hands upon his hips. 

"It would be a convenience to me to know 
when I may expect to have an empty house," he 
went cm. " When you go, your aunt marches." 

She looked at him at last, with a long silent 
gaze, which, in spite of her pride and her resolution, 
uttered part of the appeal she had tried not to 
make. Her f ather^s cold gray eye sounded her own, 
and he insisted on his point. 

"Is it to-morrow? Is it next week, or the 
week after?" 

" I shall not go away !" said Catherine. 

The Doctor raised his eyebrows. "Has he 
backed out ?" 

" I have broken off my engagement" 

"Broken it off?" 

" I have asked him to leave New York, and he 
has gone away for a long time." 

The Doctor was both puzzled and disappointed. 
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but he solved his perplexity by saying to himself 
that his daughter simply misrepresented — justifiably, 
if one would, but nevertheless, misrepresented — ^the 
facts; and he eased off his disappointment, which 
was that of a man losing a chance for a little 
triumph that he had rather counted on, by a few 
words that he uttered aloud. 

" How does he take his dismissal ? " 

" I don't know ! " said Catherine, less ingeniously 
than she had hitherto spoken. 

"You mean you don't care? You are rather 
cruel, after encouraging him and playing with him 
for so long ! " 

The Doctor had his revenge after all. 
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OuE story has hitherto moved with very short steps, 
but as it approaches its termination it must take 
a long stride. As time went on, it might have 
appeared to the Doctor that his daughter's account 
of her rupture with Morris Townsend, mere bravado 
as he had deemed it, was in some degree justified , 
by the sequeL Morris remained as rigidly and 
unremittingly absent as if he had died of a broken 
heart, and Catherine had apparently buried the 
memory of this fruitless episode as deep as if it had 
terminated by her own choice. We know that she 
had been deeply and incurably wounded, but the 
Doctor had no means of knowing it. He was 
certainly curious about it, and would have given a 
good deal to discover the exact truth ; but it was 
his punishment that he never knew — ^his punish- 
ment, I mean, for the abuse of sarcasm in his re- . 
lations with his daughter. There was a good deal 

VOL. IL E 



60 WASHINGTON SQUARE. 

of effective sarcasm in her keeping him in the dark, 
and the rest of the world conspired with her, in 
this sense, to be sarcastia Mrs. Penniman told 
him nothing, partly because he never questioned 
her — he made too light of Mrs. Penniman for that 
— and partly because she flattered herself that a 
tormenting reserve, and a serene profession of igno- 
rance, would avenge her for his theory that she had 
meddled in the matter. He went two or three times 
to see Mrs. Montgomery, but Mrs. Montgomery had 
nothing to impart. She simply knew that her 
brother's engagement was broken off, and now that 
Miss Sloper was out of danger, she preferred not to 
bear witness in any way against Morris. She had 
done so before — however unwillingly — ^because she 
was sorry for Miss Sloper ; but she was not sorry 
for Miss Sloper now — ^not at all sorry. Morris had 
told her nothing about his relations with Miss 
Sloper at the time, and he had told her nothing since. 
He was always away, and he very seldom wrote to 
her ; she believed he had gone to California. Mrs. 
Almond had, in her sister's phrase, "taken up" 
Catherine violently since the recent catastrophe; 
but though the girl was very grateful to her for her 
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kindness, she revealed no secrets, and the good lady 
could give the Doctor no satisfaction. Even, how- 
ever, had she been able to narrate to him the 
private history of his daughter's unhappy love-affair, 
it would have given her a certain comfort to leave 
him in ignorance; for Mrs. Almond .was at this 
time not altogether in sympathy with her brother. 
She had guessed for herself that Catherine had 
been cruelly jilted — she knew nothing from Mrs. 
Penniman, for Mrs. Penniman had not ventured to 
lay the famous explanation of Monds's motives before 
Mrs. Almond, though she had thought it good 
enough for Catherine — and she pronounced her 
brother too consistently indifferent to what the 
poor creature must have suffered and must still be 
suffering. Dr. Sloper had his theory, and he rarely 
altered his theories. The marriage would have 
been an abominable one, and the girl had had a 
blessed escape. She was not to be pitied for that, 
and to pretend to condole with her would have 
been to make concessions to the idea that she had 
ever had a right to think of Morris. 

" I put my foot on this idea from the first, and I 
keep it there now," said the Doctor. " I don't see 
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anything cruel in that ; one can't keep it there too 
long." To this Mrs. Almond more than once replied 
that if Catherine had got rid of her incongruous lover, 
she deserved the credit of it, and that to bring 
herself to her father's enlightened view of the 
matter must have cost her an effort that he was 
bound to appreciate. 

'' I am by no means sure she has got rid of him," 
the Doctor said. " There is not the smallest proba- 
bility that, after having been as obstinate as a mule for 
two years, she suddenly became amenable to reason. 
It is infinitely more probable that he got rid of her." 

" All the more reason you should be gentle with 
her." 

"I am gentle with her. But I can't do the 
pathetic ; I can't pump up tears, to look graceful, over 
the most fortunate thing that ever happened to her." 

" You have no sympathy," said Mrs. Almond ; 
" that was never your strong point You have only 
to look at her to see that, right or wrong, and whether 
the rupture came from herself or from him, her poor 
little heart is grievously bruised." 

" Hfmdling bruises — and even dropping tears on 
them — doesn't make them any better ! My business 
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is to see she gets no more knocks, and that I shall 
carefolly attend to. But I don't at all recognise 
your description of Catherine. She doesn't strike 
me in the least as a young woman going about in 
search of a moral poultice. In fact, she seems to 
me much better than while the fellow was hanging 
about. She is perfectly comfortable and blooming; 
she eats and sleeps> takes her usual exercise, and 
overloads herself, as usual, with finery. She is 
always knitting some purse or embroidering some 
handkerchief, and it seems to me she turns these 
articles out about as fast as ever. She hasn't much 
to say ; but when had she anything to say ? She 
had her little dance, and now she is sitting down to 
rest. I suspect that, on the whole, she enjoys it" 

"She enjoys it as people enjoy getting rid of 
a leg that has been crushed. The state of mind after 
amputation is doubtless one of comparatTve repose." 

" If your leg is a metaphor for young Townsend, I 
can assure you he has never been crushed. Crushed ? 
Not he ! He is alive and perfectly intact, and that's 
why I am not satisfied." 

"Should you have liked to kiU him?" asked 
Mrs. Almond. 
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"Yes, very miicL I think it is quite possible 
that it is all a blind." 

« A blind?" 

" An arrangement between them. H fait U morty 
as they say in France; but he is looking out of the 
comer of his eye. You can depend upon it he has 
not burned his ships ; he has kept one to come back 
in. When I am dead, he will set sail again, and 
then she will marry him." 

'* It is interesting to know that you accuse your 
only daughter of being the vilest of hypocrites," said 
Mrs. Almond. 

" I don't see what difference her being my only 
daughter makes. It is better to accuse one than a 
dozen. But I don't accuse any ona There is not 
the smallest hypocrisy about Catherine, and I deny 
that she even pretends to be miserable." 

The Doctor's idea that the thing was a " blind" 
had its intermissions and revivals ; but it may be said 
on the whole to have increased as he grew older; 
together with his impression of Catherine's blooming 
and comfortable condition. Naturally, if he had not 
found grounds for viewing her as a lovelorn maiden 
during the year or two that followed her great trouble, 



WASHINGTON SQUABE. 65 

he found none at a time when she had completely 
lecovered her self-possession. He was obliged to 
recognise the fact that if the two young people weie 
waiting for him to get out of the way, they were at 
least waiting very patiently. He had heard firom 
time to time that Morris was in New York; but he 
never remained there long, and, to the best of the 
Doctor's beUef, had no communication with Catherine. 
He was sure they never met, and he had reason to 
suspect that Morris never wrote to her. After the 
letter that has been mentioned, she heard from him 
twice again, at considerable intervals; but on none 
of these occasions did she write herseUl On the 
other hand, as the Doctor observed, she averted 
herself rigidly &om the idea of marrying other 
people. Her opportunities for doing so were not 
numerous, but they occurred often enough to test her 
disposition. She refused a widower, a man with a 
genial temperament, a handsome fortune, and three 
little girls (he had heard that she was very fond of 
children, and he pointed to his own with some 
confidence) ; and she turned a deaf ear to the solicita- 
tions of a clever young lawyer, who, with the prospect 
of a great practice, and the reputation of a most 
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agreeable man, had had the shrewdness, when he 
came to look about him for a wife, to believe that 
she would suit him better than several younger and 
prettier girls. Mr. Macalister, the widower, had 
desired to make a marriage of reason, cmd had chosen 
Catherine for what he supposed to be her latent 
matronly qualities; but John Ludlow, who was a 
year the girl's jimior, and spoken of always as a 
young man who might have his " pick," was seriously 
in love with her. Catherine, however, would never 
look at him; she made it plain to him that she 
thought he came to see her too often. He after- 
wards consoled himself, and married a very different 
person, little Miss Sturtevant, whose attractions were 
obvious to the dullest comprehension. Catherine, at 
the time of these events, had left her thirtieth year 
well behind her, and had quite taken her place as 
an old maid. Her father would have preferred she 
should marry, and he once told her that he hoped she 
would not be too fastidious. " I should like to see 
you an honest man's wife before I die," he said. 
This was after John Ludlow had been compelled to give 
it up, though the Doctor had advised him to persevere. 
The Doctor exercised no further pressure, and had 
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the credit of not " worrying" at all over his daughter's 
singleness. In fact he worried rather more than 
appeared, and there were considerable periods during 
which he felt sure that Morris Townsend was hidden 
behind some door. " If he is not, why doesn't she 
marry ? " he asked himselt* " Limited as her in- 
telligence may be, she must understand perfectly well 
that she is made to do the usual thing." Catherine, 
however, became an admirable old maid. She 
formed habits, regulated her days upon a system of 
her own, interested herself in charitable institutions, 
asylums, hospitals, and aid - societies ; and went 
generally, with an even and noiseless step, about 
the rigid business of her life. This life had, how- 
ever, a secret history as well as a public one — ^if I 
may talk of the public history of a mature and 
diffident spinster for whom publicity had always a 
combination of terrors. From her own point of 
view the great facts of her career were that Morris 
Townsend had trifled with her affection, and that her 
father had broken its spring. Nothing could ever 
alter these facts ; they were always there, like her 
name, her age, her plain face. Nothing could ever 
undo the wrong or cure the pain that Morris had 
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inflicted on her, and nothing could ever make her 
fed towards her father as she felt in her younger 
years. There was something dead in her life, and 
her duty was to try and fill the void. Catherine 
recognised this duty to the utmost; she had a great 
disapproval of brooding and moping. She had of 
course no faculty for quenching memory in dissip- 
ation ; but she mingled freely in the usual gaieties of 
the town, and she became at last an inevitable figure 
at all respectable entertainments. She was greatly 
liked, and as time went on she grew to be a sort 
of kindly maiden- aunt to the younger portion of 
society. Young girls were apt to confide to her 
their love-affairs (which they never did to Mrs. 
Penniman), and young men to be fond of her with- 
out knowing why. She developed a few harmless 
eccentricities ; her habits, once formed, were rather 
stiffly maintained; her opinions, on all moral and 
social matters, were extremely conservative ; and 
before she was forty she was regarded as an old- 
fashioned person, and an authority on customs that 
had passed away. Mrs. Penniman, in comparison, 
was quite a girlish figure ; she grew younger as she 
advanced in lifa She lost none of her relish for 
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beauty and mysteiy, but she had little opportunity 
to exercise it With Catherine's later wooers she 
failed to establish relations as intimate as those 
which had given her so many interesting hours in 
the society of Morris Townsend These gentlemen 
had an indefinable mistrust of her good oJ£ces, and 
they never talked to her about Catherine's charms. 
Her ringlets, her buckles and bangles gUstened 
more brightly with each succeeding year, and she 
remained quite the same oJ£cious and imaginative 
Mrs. Penniman, and the odd mixture of impetuosity 
and circumspection, that we have hitherto known* 
As regards one point, however, her circumspection 
prevailed, and she must be given due credit for it. 
For upwards of seventeen years she never mentioned 
Morris Townsend's name to her nieca Catherine 
was grateful to her, but this consistent silence, so 
littie in accord with her aunt's character, gave her a 
certain alarm, and she could never wholly rid herself 
of a suspicion that Mrs. Penniman sometimes had 
news of him. 
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Little by little Dr. Sloper had retired from his 
profession ; he visited only those patients in whose 
symptoms he recognised a certain originality. He went 
again to Europe, and remained two years ; Catherine 
went with him, and on this occasion Mrs. Penniman 
was of the party. Europe apparently had few 
surprises for Mrs. Penniman, who frequently re- 
marked, in the most romantic sites — " You know I 
am very familiar with all this." It should be added 
that such remarks were usually not addressed to 
her brother, or yet to her niece, but to fellow- 
tourists who happened to be at hand, or even to the 
cicerone or the goat-herd in the foreground. 

One day, jrfter his return from Europe, the 
Doctor said something to his daughter that made her 
start — ^it seemed to come from so far out of the past. 

''I should like you to promise me something 
before I die." 
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" Why do you talk about your dying ?" she asked. 

" Because I am sixty-eight years old." 

"I hope you will live a long time/* said 
Catherine. 

'' I hope I shall ! But some day I shall take a 
bad cold, and then it will not matter much what 
any one hopes. That will be the manner of my 
exit, and when it takes place, remember I told you 
so. Promise me not to marry Morris Townsend 
after I am gone." 

This was what made Catherine start, as I have 
said ; but her start was a silent one, and for some 
moments she said nothing. " Why do you speak of 
him ?" she asked at last. 

"You challenge everything I say. ' I speak of 
him because he's a topic, like any other. He's to 
be seen, like any one else, and he is still looking for 
a wife — ^having had one and got rid of her, I don't 
know by what means. He has lately been in New 
York, and at your cousin Marian's house; your 
Aunt Elizabeth saw him there." 

" They neither of them told me," said Catherine. 

"That's their merit; it's not yours. He has 
grown fat and bald, and he has not made his 
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fortune. But I can't trust those facts alone to 
steel your heart against him^ and that's why I ask 
you to promise." 

" Fat and bald :" these words presented a strange 
image to Catherine's mind, out of which the memoiy 
of the most beautiful young man in the world had 
never faded. ** I don't think you understand," she 
said. " I veiy seldom think of Mr. Townsend." 

" It will be very easy for you to go on, then. 
Promise me, after my death, to do the sama" 

Again, for some moments, Catherine was silent ; 
her father's request deeply amazed her ; it opened 
an old wound and made it ache afresL ** I don't 
think I can promise that," she answered. 

''It would be a great satisfaction," said her 
father. 

" You don't understand. I can't promise that." 

The Doctor was silent a minute. " I ask you 
for a particular reason. I am altering my wilL" 

This reason failed to strike Catherine ; and indeed 
she scarcely understood it All her feelings were 
merged in the sense that he was trying to treat her 
as he had treated her years before. She had suffered 
from it then ; and now all her experience, all her 
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acquired tranquillity and rigidity, protested She 
had been so humble in her youth that she could 
now afford to have a little pride, and there was 
something in this request, and in her father's think- 
ing himself so free to make it, that seemed an injury 
to her dignity. Poor Catherine's dignity was not 
aggressive ; it never sat in state ; but if you pushed 
far enough you could find it Her father had pushed 
very far. 

" I can't promise," she simply repeated. 

" You are very obstinate," said the Doctor. 

" I don't think you understand." 

" Please explain, then." 

" I can't explain," said Catherine. ** And I can't 
promise." 

" Upon my word," her father exclaimed, " I had 
no idea how obstinate you are ! " 

She knew herself that she was obstinate, and it 
gave her a certain joy. She was now a middle-aged 
woman. 

About a year after this, the accident that the 
Doctor had spoken of occurred ; he took a violent 
cold. Driving out to Bloomingdale one April day 
to see a patient of unsound mind, who was confined 
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in a private asylum for the insane, and whose family 
greatly desired a medical opinion from an eminent 
source, he was caught in a spring shower, and being 
in a buggy, without a hood, he found himself soaked 
to the skin. He came home with an ominous chill, 
and on the morrow he was seriously ilL " It is 
congestion of the lungs," he said to Catherine ; " I 
shall need very good nursing. It will make no 
difference, for I shall not recover ; but I wish every- 
thing to be done, to the smallest detail, as if I should. 
I hate an iU-conducted sick-room ; and you will be 
so good as to nurse me on the hypothesis that I 
shall get well." He told her which of his fellow- 
physicians to send for, and gave her a multitude of 
minute directions; it was quite on the optimistic 
hypothesis that she nursed him. But he had never 
been wrong in his life, and he was not wrong now. 
He was touching his seventieth year, and though 
he had a very well-tempered constitution. Ins hold 
upon life had lost its firmness. He died after 
three weeks' illness, during which Mrs. Penniman, 
as well as his daughter, had been assiduous at his 
bedside. 

On his will being opened after a decent interval. 
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it was found to consist of two portions. The first 
of these dated from ten years back, and consisted of 
a series of dispositions by which he left the great 
mass of property to his daughter, with becoming 
legacies to his two sisters. The second was a 
codicil, of recent origin, maintaining the annuities to 
Mrs. Penniman and Mrs. Almond, but reducing 
Catherine's share to a fifth of what he had first 
bequeathed her. " She is amply provided for from 
her mother's side," the document ran, " never having 
spent more than a fraction of her income from this 
source ; so that her fortune is already more than 
sufficient to attract those unscrupulous adventurers 
whom she has given me reason to believe that she 
persists in regarding as an interesting class." The 
large remainder of his property, therefore. Dr. Sloper 
had divided into seven unequal parts, which he 
left, Bs endowments, to as many different hospi- 
tals and shools of medicine, in various cities of the 
Union. 

To Mrs. Penniman it seemed monstrous that a 
man should play such tricks with other people's 
money; for after his death, of course, as she said, 
it was other people's. " Of course you will 
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dispute the will/' she remarked, fatuously, to 
Catherine. 

" Oh no," Catherine answered, " I like it very 
mucL Only I wish it had been expressed a little 
differently 1 " 
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It was her habit to remain in town very late in the 
summer ; she preferred the house in Washington 
Square to any other habitation whatever, and it was 
under protest that she used to go to the seaside for 
the month of August At the sea she spent her 
month at an hotek The year that her father died 
she intermitted this custom altogether, not thinking 
it consistent with deep mourning ; and the year after 
that she put ofif her departure till so late that the 
middle of August found her still in the heated soli- 
tude of Washington Squara Mjs, Penniman, who 
was fond of a change, was usually eager for a visit 
to the country; but this year she appeared quite 
content with such rural impressions as she could 
gather, at the parlour window, from the ailantus- 
trees behind the wooden paling. The peculiar fra- 
grance of this vegetation used to diffuse itself in the 
evening air, and Mrs. Penniman, on the warm nights 
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of July, often sat at the open window and inhaled 
it. This was a happy moment for Mrs. Penniman ; 
after the death of her brother she felt more free to 
obey her impulses. A vague oppression had dis- 
appeared from her life, and she enjoyed a sense of 
freedom of which she had not been conscious since 
the memorable time, so long ago, when the Doctor 
went abroad with Catherine and left her at home to 
entertain Morris Townsend. The year that had elapsed 
since her brother's death reminded her of that happy 
time, because, although Catherine, in growing older, 
had become a person to be reckoned with, yet her 
society was a very different thing, as Mrs. Penniman 
said, from that of a tank of cold water. The elder 
lady hardly knew what use to make of this larger 
margin of her life ; she sat and looked at it very 
much as she had often sat, with her poised needle in 
her hand, before her tapestry-frame. She had a con- 
fident hope, however, that her rich impulses, her talent 
for embroidery, would still find their application, and 
this confidence was justified before many months had 
elapsed. 

Catherine continued to live in her father's house 
in spite of its being represented to her that a maiden- 
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lady of quiet habits might find a more convenient 
abode in one of the smaller dwellings, with brown 
stone fronts, which had at this time begun to adorn 
the transverse thoroughfares in the upper part of the 
town. She liked the earlier structure — ^it had begun 
by this time to be called an "old" house — and 
proposed to herself to end her days in it If it was 
too laige for a pair of impretending gentlewomen, 
this was better than the opposite fault ; for Catherine 
had no desire to find herself in closer quarters with 
her aunt. She expected to spend the rest of her 
life 'in Washington Square, and to enjoy Mrs. 
Penniman's society for the whole of this period ; as 
she had a conviction that, long as she might live, 
her aunt would live at least as long, and always 
retain her brilliancy and activity. Mrs. Penniman 
suggested to her the idea of a rich vitality. 

On one of those warm evenings in July of which 
mention has been made, the two ladies sat together 
at an open window, looking out on the quiet Square. 
It was too hot for lighted lamps, for reading, or for 
work ; it might have appeared too hot even for con- 
versation, Mrs. Penniman having long been speech- 
less. She sat forward in the window, half on the 
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balcony, humming a little song. Catherine was 
within the room, in a low rocking-chau*, dressed in 
white, and slowly using a large palmetto fan. It 
was in this way, at this season, that the aimt and 
niece, after they had had tea, habitually spent their 
evenings. 

'* Catherine," said Mrs. Penniman at last, '' I am 
going to say something that will surprise you," 

"Pray do," Catherine answered; "I like sur- 
prises. And it is so quiet now." 

" Well, then, I have seen Morris Townsend." 

If Catherine was surprised, she checked the 
expression of it ; she gave neither a start nor an 
exclamation. She remained, indeed, for some 
moments intensely still, and this may very well 
have been a symptom of emotion. " I hope he was 
well," she said at last. 

" I don't know ; he is a great deal changed. He 
would like veiy much to see you." 

"I would rather not see him," said Catherine, 
quickly. 

" I was afraid you would say that. But you 
don't seem surprised ! " 

" I am — ^veiy much." 
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'* I met him at Marian's/' said Mrs. Pemiiman. 
^ He goes to Marian's, and they are so afiraid you 
will meet him there. It's my belief that that's why 
he goes. He wants so much to see yoiu" Catherine 
made no response to this, and Mrs. Penniman went 
on. ^ I didn't know him at first ; he is so remark- 
ably changed. But he knew me in a minute. He 
says I am not in the least changed. You know how 
polite he always was. He was coming away when 
I came, and we walked a little distance together. 
He is still very handsome, only, of course, he looks 
older, and he is not so — so animated as he used to 
be. There was a touch of sadness about him ; but 
there was a touch of sadness about him before — 
especially when he went away. I am afraid he has 
not been very successful — that he has never got 
thoroughly established. I don't suppose he is 
sufficiently plodding, and that, after all, is what 
succeeds in this world." Mrs. Penniman had not 
mentioned Morris Townsend's name to her niece for 
upwards of the fifth of a century ; but now that she 
had broken the spell, she seemed to wish to make 
up for lost time, as if there had been a sort of 
exhilaration in hearing herself talk of him. She 
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pioceeded, however, with considerable caution, paus- 
ing occasionally tx) let Catherine give some sign. 
Catherine gave no other sign than to stop the 
rocking of her chair and the swaying of her fan ; 
she sat motionless and silent " It was on Tuesday 
last," said Mrs. Penniman, " and I have been hesi- 
tating ever since about telling you. I didn't know 
how you might like it At last I thought that it 
was so long ago that you would probably not have 
any particular feeling. I saw him again, after 
meeting him at Marian's. I met him in the street, 
and he went a few steps with me. The first thing 
he said was about you; he asked ever so many 
questions. Marian didn't want me to speak to you; 
she didn't want you to know that they receive hiTn. 
I told him I was sure that after all these years you 
couldn't have any feeling about that ; you couldn't 
grudge him the hospitality of his own cousin's housa 
I said you would be bitter indeed if you did that 
Marian has the most extraordinary ideas about what 
happened between you; she seems to think he 
behaved in some very unusual manner. I took the 
liberty of reminding her of the real facts, and plac- 
ing the story in its true light He has no bitterness, 
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Catherine, I can assure you; and he might be 
excused for it, for things have not gone well with 
him. He has been all over the world, and tried to 
establish himself everywhere ; but his evil star was 
against him. It is most interesting to hear hiTn 
talk of his evil star. Everything failed ; everything 
but his — ^you know, you remember — his proud, high 
spirit. I believe he married some lady somewhere 
in Europe. You know they marry in such a peculiar 
matter-of-course way in Europe; a marriage of 
reason they call it She died soon afterwards ; as 
be said to me, she only flitted across his life. He 
has not been in New York for ten years ; he came 
back a few days ago. The first thing he did was to 
ask me about you. He had heard you had never 
married; he seemed very much interested about 
that He said you had been the real romance of 
his life." 

Catherine had suffered her companion to proceed 
from point to point, and pause to pause, without 
interrupting her ; she fixed her eyes on the ground 
and listened. But the last phrase I have quoted 
was followed by a pause of peculiar significance, 
and then, at last, Catherine spoke. It will be 
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observed that before doing so she had received a 
good deal of information about Morris Townsend. 
'* Please say no more ; please don't follow up that 
subject." 

" Doesn't it interest you ? " asked Mrs. Penni- 
man, with a certain timorous archness. 

"It pains me/' said Catherine. 

" I was a&aid you would say that. But don't 
you think you could get used to it ? He wants so 
much to see you." 

"Please don't, Aunt Lavinia," said Catherine, 
getting up fix>m her seat. She moved quickly 
away, and went to the other window, which stood 
open to the balcony ; and here, in the embrasure, 
concealed fix>m her aunt by the white curtains, she 
remained a long time, looking out into the warm 
darkness. She had had a great shock ; it was as if 
the gulf of the past had suddenly opened^ and a 
spectral figure had risen out of it. There were 
some things she believed she had got over, some 
feelings that she had thought of as dead; but 
apparently there was a certain vitality in them still. 
Mrs, Penniman had made them stir themselves. 
It was but a momentary agitation, Catherine said 
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to herself ;^ it would piesQntly pass away. She 
was trembling, and her heart was beating so that 
she could feel it; but this also would subside. 
Then, suddenly, while she waited for a return of 
her calmness, she burst into tears. But her tears 
flowed very silently, so that Mrs. Penniman had no 
observation of them. It was perhaps, however, be- 
cause Mrs. Penniman suspected them that she said 
no more that evening about Morris Townsend. 
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Her refreshed attention to this gentleman had not 
those limits of which Catherine desired^ for herself, 
to be conscious; it lasted long enough to enable 
her to wait another week before speaking of hini 
again. It was under the same circumstances that 
she once more attacked the subject She had been 
sitting with her niece in the evening ; only on this 
occasion, as the night was not so warm, the lamp 
had been lighted, and Catherine had placed herself 
near it with a morsel of fancy-work. Mrs. Pen- 
niman went and sat alone for half an hour on the 
balcony ; then she came in, moving vaguely about 
the room. At last she sank into a seat near 
Catherine, with clasped hands, and a little look of 
excitement. 

"ShaU you be angry if I speak to you again 
about him ? " she asked. 

Catherine looked up at her quietly. "Who is Jie /" 
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" He whom you once loved." 

" I shall not be angry, but I shall not like it." 

'' He sent you a message/' said Mrs. Penniman. 
" I promised him to deliver it, and I must keep my 
promise." 

In all these years Catherine had had time to 
forget how little she had to thank her aunt for in 
the season of her misery; she had long ago for- 
given Mrs. Penniman for taking too much upon 
herself. But for a moment this attitude of in- 
terposition and disinterestedness, this carrying of 
messages and redeeming of promises, brought back 
the sense that her companion was a dangerous 
woman. She had said she would not be angry ; 
but for an instant she felt sore. "I don't care 
what you do with your promise ! " she answered. 

Mrs. Penniman, however, with her high con- 
ception of the sanctity of pledges, carried her point. 
" I have gone too far to retreat," she said, though 
precisely what this meant she was not at pains to 
explain. " Mr. Townsend wishes most particularly 
to see you, Catherine ; he believes that if you knew 
how much, and why, he wishes it, you would 
consent to do so." 
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" There can be no reason," said Catherine ; " no 
good reason." 

** His happiness depends upon it. Is not that a 
good reason ?" asked Mrs. Peimiman, impressively. 

" Not for me. My happiness does not." 

"I think you will be happier after you have 
seen him. He is going away again — going to 
resume his wanderings. It is a very lonely, rest- 
less, joyless life. Before he goes, he wishes to 
speak to you ; it is a fixed idea with him — he is 
always thinking of it He has something very 
important to say to you. He believes that you 
never imderstood him — ^that you never judged him 
rightly, and the belief has always weighed upon 
him terribly. He wishes to justify, himself ; he 
believes that in a very few words he could do so. 
He wishes to meet you as a friend." 

Catherine listened to this wonderful speech, 
without pausing in her work ; she had now had 
several days to accustom herself to think of Morris 
Townsend again as an actuality. When it was 
over she said simply, " Please say to Mr. Townsend 
that I wish he would leave me alone." 

She had hardly spoken when a sharp, firm ring 
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at the door vibrated through the summer night 
Catherine looked up at the clock; it marked a 
quarter-past nine — a very late hour for visitors, 
especially in the empty condition of the town. 
Mrs. Penniman at the same moment gave a little 
start, and then Catherine's eyes turned quickly to 
her aunt They met Mrs. Penniman's and sounded 
them for a moment, sharply. Mrs. Penniman was 
blushing ; her look was a conscious one ; it seemed 
to confess something. Catherine guessed its mean- 
ing, and rose quickly from her chair. 

*' Aunt Penniman," she said, in a tone that scared 
her companion, "have you taken the liberty . . . ?" 

"My dearest Catherine," stammered Mrs. Pen- 
niman, "just wait till you see him !" 

Catherine had frightened her aunt, but she was 
also frightened herself; she was on the point of 
rushing to give orders to the servant, who was 
passing to the door, to admit no one ; but the fear 
of meeting her visitor checked her. 

" Mr. Morris Townsend." 

This was what she heard, vaguely but recognis- 
ably articulated by the domestic, while she hesitated. 
She had her back turned to the door of the parlour. 
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and for some moments she kept it turned, feeling 
that he had come in. He had not spoken, however, 
and at last she faced about. Then she saw a 
gentleman standing in the middle of the room, from 
which her aunt had discreetly retired. 

She would never have known him. He was 
forty-five years old, and his figure was not that of 
the straight, slim young man she remembered. But 
it was a very fine person, and a fair and lustrous 
beard, spreading itself upon a well-presented chest, 
contributed to its effect. After a moment Catherine 
recognised the upper half of the face, which, though 
her visitor's clustering locks had grown thin, was 
still remarkably handsome. He stood in a deeply 
deferential attitude, with his eyes on her face. 
" I have ventured — I have ventured," he said ; and 
then he paused; looking about him, as if he expected 
her to ask him to sit down. It was the old voice ; 
but it had not the old charm. Catherine, for a 
minute, was conscious of a distinct determination 
not to invite him to take a seat. Why had he 
come? It was wrong for him to come. Morris 
was embarrassed, but Catherine gave l^im no help. 
It was not that she was glad of his embarrassment ; 
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on the contrary, it excited all her own liabilities of 
this kind, and gave her great pain. But how 
could she welcome him when she felt so vividly that 
he ought not to have come ? ''I wanted so much 
— I was determined/' Morris went on. But he 
stopped again; it was not easy. Catherine still 
said nothing, and he may well have recalled with 
apprehension her ancient faculty of silence. She 
continued to look at him, however, and as she did 
so she made the strangest observation. It seemed 
to be he, and yet not he ; it was the man who had 
been everything, and yet this person was nothing. 
How long ago it was — ^how old she had grown — 
how much she had lived! She had lived on 
something that was connected with him, and she 
had consumed it in doing so. This person did not 
look unhappy, He was fair and well-preserved, 
perfectly dressed, mature and complete. As Cathe- 
rine looked at him, the story of his life defined 
itseK in his eyes : he had made himself comfortable, 
and he had never been caught But even while 
her perception opened itself to this, she had no 
desire to catch him; his presence was painful to 
her, and she only wished he would go. 

VOL. n. G 
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" Will you not sit down ? " he askecL 

'' I think we had better not/' said Catherine. 

"I ofifend you by coming?" He was very 
grave ; he spoke in a tone of the richest respect 

"I don't think you ought to have coma" 

" Did not Mrs. Penniman tell you— nJid she not 
give you my message V* 

" She told me something, but I did not under^ 
stand." 

"I wish you would let 7ns tell you— let me 
speak for mysel£" 

'' I don't think it is necessary," said Catherina 

" Not for you, perhaps, but for me. It would 
be a great satisfaction — and I have not many." 
He seemed to be coming nearer ; Catherine turned 
away. ''^Can we not be friends again ?" he asked. 

" We are not enemies," said Catherine. " I have 
none but friendly feelings to you." 

" Ah, I wonder whether you know the happiness 
it gives me to hear you say that!" Catherine 
uttered no intimation that she measured the influence 
of her words ; and he presently went on, " You have 
not changed — the years have passed happily for 
you." 
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" They have passed very quietly," said Catherine. 

" They have left no marks ; you are admirably 
young." This time he succeeded in coming nearer 
— he was close to her ; she saw his glossy perfumed 
beard, and his eyes above it looking strange and 
hard. It was very different from his old— from his 
young — ^face. K she had first seen him this way 
she would not have liked him. It seemed to her 
that he was smiling, or trying to smile. "Catherine," 
he said, lowering his voice, " I have never ceased to 
think of you." 

" Please don't say those things," she answered. 

"Do you hate me?" 

" Oh no," said Catherine. 

Something in her tone discouraged him, but in a 
moment he recovered himself. " Have you still 
some kindness for me, then ?" 

" I don't know why you have come here to ask 
me such things ! " Catherine exclarmed. 

" Because for many years it has been the desire 
of my life that we should be friends again." 

" That is impossible." 

" Why so ? Not if you will allow it." 

" I will not allow it ! " said Catherine. 
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He looked at her again in silence, ^* I see ; my 
presence troubles you and pains you. I will go 
away ; but you must give me leave to come 
again." 

" Please don't come agaiu," she said. 

" Never ? — ^never ? " 

She madie a great effort; she wished to say 
something that would make it impossible he should 
ever again cros3 her threshold. " It is wrong of you. 
There is no propriety in it — no reason for it." 

" Ah, dearest lady, you do me injustice ! " cried 
Morris Townsend, **We have only waited, and 
now we are free." 

" You treated me badly," said Catherine. 

" Not if you think of it rightly. You had your 
quiet life with your father — ^which was just what I 
could not make up my mind to rob you o£" 

« Yes ; I had that." 

Morris felt it to be a considerable damage to his 
cause that he could not add that she had had some- 
thing more besides ; for it is needless to say that 
he had learnt the contents of Doctor Sloper's will. 
He was nevertheless not at a loss. "There are 
worse fates than that !" he exclaimed with expres- 



WASHINGTON SQUARE. 85 

sion ; and he might have been supposed to refer to 
his own unprotected situation* Then he added, with 
a deeper tenderness, "Catherine, have you never 
forgiven me ?" 

" I forgave you years ago, but it is useless for 
us to attempt to be friends." 

"Not if we forget the past We have still a 
future, thank God !" 

" I can't forget — I don't forget," said Catherine. 
" You treated me too badly. I felt it very much ; 
I felt it for years." And then she went on, with 
her wish to show him that he must not come to 
her this way, " I can't begin again — I can't take it 
up. Everything is dead and buried. It was too 
serious ; it made a great change in my life. I 
never expected to see you hera" 

" Ah, you are angry !" cried Morris, who wished 
immensely that he could extort some flash of passion 
from her mildness. In that case he might hope. 

"No, I am not angry. Anger does not last, 
that way, for years. But there are other things. 
Impressions last, when they have been strong. — 
But I can't talk." 

Morris stood stroking his beard, with a clouded 
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eye. *' Why have you never married ?" he asked 
abruptly. " You have had opportunities." 

" I didn't wish to marry." 

" Yes, you are rich, you are free ; you had 
nothing to gsdn." 

'^ I had nothing to gain," said Catherine. 

Morris looked vaguely roimd him, and gave a 
deep sigh, " Well, I was in hopes that we might 
still have been friends." 

*' I meant to tell you, by my aunt, in answer to 
your message — ^if you had waited for an answer — 
that it was unnecessary for you to come in that hope." 

"Good-bye, then," said Morris. "Excuse my 
indiscretion," . 

He bowed, and she turned away — standing 
there, averted, with her eyes on the ground, for 
some moments after she had heard him close the 
door of the room« 

In the hall he found Mrs. Penniman, fluttered 
and eager; she appeared to have been hovering 
there under the irreconcilable promptings of her 
curiosity and her dignity. 

"That was a precious plan of yours!" said 
Morris, clapping on his hat. 
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" Is she 80 hard !" asked Mrs. Penniiuan. 

"She doesn't care a button for me — ^with her 
confounded little dry manner." 

"Was it very dry?" pursued Mrs. Penniman, 
with solicitude, 

Morris took no notice of her question ; he stood 

musing an instant, with his hat on. " But why the 

deuce, then, would she never marry?" 

"Yes — why indeed?" sighed Mrs. Penniman. 

And then, as if from a sense of the inadequacy of 

this explanation, " But you will not despair — ^you 

will come back ?" 

" Come back ? Damnation ! " And Morris Town- 
send strode out of the house, leaving Mrs. Penniman 
staring. 

Catherine, meanwhile, in the parlour, picking up 
her morsel of fancy-work, had seated herself with it 
again — for life, as it were. 
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L 

I WAS not rich — on the contrary ; and I had been 
told the Pension Beaurepas was cheap. I had, more- 
over, been told that a boarding-house is a capital 
place for the study of human natura I had a 
fancy for a Kterary career, and a friend of mine 
had said to me, "If you mean to write you ought to 
go and live in a bo«upding-house ; there is no other 
such place to pick up material." I had read some* 
thing of this kind in a letter addressed by Stendhal 
to his sister : " I have a passionate desire to know 
human nature, and have a great mind to live in a 
boarding-house, where people cannot conceal their 
real characters." I was an admirer of Za Char- 
treuse de Parme, and it appeared to me that one 
could not do better than follow in the footsteps of 
its author. I remembered, too, the magnificent 
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boarding-house in Balzac's Pfere Goriot, — ^the "j?e7i- 
sion hourgeoise des deux sexes et autres^' kept by 
Madame Vauquer, n^ De Conflans. Magnificent, 
I mean, as a piece of portraiture; the establish- 
ment, as an establishment, was certainly sordid 
enough, and I hoped for better things from the 
Pension Beaurepas. This institution was one of 
the most esteemed in Ceneva, and, standing in a 
little garden of its own, not far from the lake, had 
a very homely, comfortable, sociable aspect. The 
regular entrance was, as one might say, at the back, 
which looked upon the street, or rather upon a 
little place, adorned like every place in Geneva, 
great or small, with a fountain. This fact was not 
prepossessing, for on crossing the threshold you 
found yourself more or less in the kitchen, encom- 
passed with culinary odours. This, however, was no 
great matter, for at the Pension Beaurepas there 
was no attempt at gentility or at concealment of 
the domestic machinery. The latter was of a very 
simple sort. Madame . Beaurepas was an excellent 
little old woman — she was very far advanced in 
life, and had been keeping a pension for forty years 
-^whose only faults were that she was slightly 
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deaf, that she was fond of a- surreptitioiis pinch of 
sniifif, and that, at the age of seventy-three, she 
wore flowers in her cap. There was a tradition in 
the house that she was not so deaf as she pre- 
tended ; that she feigned this infirmity in order to 
possess herself of the secrets of her lodgers. But I 
never subscribed to this theory; I am convinced 
that Madame Beaurepas had outlived the period of 
indiscreet curiosity. She was a philosopher, on a 
matter-of-fact basis; she had been having lodgers 
for forty years, and all that she asked of them was 
that they should pay their bills, make use of the 
door-mat, and fold their napkins. She cared very 
little for their secrets. " J'en ai vus de toutes les 
couleurs," she said to me. She had quite ceased to 
care for individuals ; she cared only for types, for 
categories. Her large observation had made her 
acquainted with a great number, and her mind was 
a complete collection of ^^ heads." She flattered 
herself that she knew at a glance where to pigeon- 
hole a new-comer, and if she made any mistakes 
her deportment never betrayed them. I think that, 
as regards individuals, she bad neither likes nor 
dislikes ; but she was capable of expressing esteem 
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or contempt for a species. She had her own ways, 
I suppose, of manifesting her approval, but her 
manner of indicating the reverse was simple and 
unvarying. "Je trbuve que c'est d^plac^ !"— this 
exhausted her view of the matter. If one of her 
inmates had put arsenic into the pot-avrfeuy I be- 
lieve Madame Beaurepas would have contented 
herself with remarking that the proceeding was 
out of place. The line of misconduct to which 
she most objected was an undue assumption of 
gentility; she had no patience with boarders who 
gave themselves airs. "When people come chez 
moi, it is not to cut a figure in the world ; I have 
never had that illusion," I remember hearing her 
say ; " and when you pay seven francs a day, tout 
compris, it comprises everything but the right to 
look down upon the others. But there are people 
who, the less they pay, the more they take them- 
selves au s^ri&ux. My most difficult boarders have 
always been those who have had the little rooms." 

Madame Beaurepas had a niece, a young woman 
of some forty odd years ; and the two ladies, with the 
assistance of a couple of thick -waisted, red -armed 
peasant women, kept the house going. If on your 
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exits and entrances you peeped into the kitchen, it 
made veiy little difference ; for C^estine, the cook, 
had no pretension to be an invisible functionary or 
to deal in occult methods. She was always at yonr 
service, with agrateful grin : she blacked yoor boots ; 
she trudged off to fetch a cab; she would have 
canied your baggage, if you had allowed her, on 
h^ broad little back. She was alwajrs tramping in 
and out> between her kitchen and the fountain in the 
place, where it often seemed to me that a large part 
of the preparation for our dinner went forward-^the 
wringing out of towels and table-cloths, the washing 
of potatoes and cabbages, the scouring of saucepans 
and cleansing of water-bottles. You enjoyed, from 
the door-step, a perpetual back view of C^lestine and 
of her large, loose, woollen ankleSi as she craned, £rom 
the waist, over into the fountain and dabbled in her 
various utensils. This sounds as if life went on in 
a very make-shift fashion at the Pension Beaurepas 
—as if the tone of the establishment were sordid. 
But such was not at all the case. We were simply 
very bau/rgeois; we practised the good old Genevese 
principle of not sacrificing to appearances. This is 
an excellent principle — ^when you have the reality. 
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We had the reality at the Pension Beaurepas : we 
had it in the shape of soft, short beds, equipped with 
SxiSy dtwets ; of admirable coffee, served to us in the 
monung by C^lestine in person, as we lay recum- 
bent on these downy couches ; of copious, wholesome, 
succulent dinners, conformable to the best provincial 
traditions. For myself, I thought the Pension 
Beaurepas picturesque, and this, with me, at that 
time was a great word. I was young and ingenuous ; 
I had just come from America, I wished to perfect 
myself in the French tongue, and I innocently be- 
lieved that it flourished by Lake Leman. I used 
to go to lectures at the Academy, and come home 
with a violent appetite. I always enjoyed my 
morning walk across the long bridge (there was only 
one. just there, in those days) which spans the deep 
blue out-gush of the lake, and up the dark, steep 
streets of the old Calvinistic city. The garden faced 
this way, toward the lake and the old town; and 
this was the pleasantest approach to the house. 
There was a high wall, with a double gate in the 
middle, flanked by a couple of ancient massive posts ; 
the big rusty griUe contained some old-fashioned 
iron -work. The garden was rather mouldy and 
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weedy, tangled and nntended; but it contained a 
little thin-flowing fountain, several green benches, a 
rickety little table of the same complexion, and three 
orange-trees, in tubs, which were deposited as effect- 
ively as possible in fixjnt of the windows of the 
scdon. 
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As commonly happens in boarding-houses, the rustle 
of petticoats was, at the Pension Beaurepas, the most 
familiar form of the human tread. There was the 
usual allotment of economical widows and old maids, 
and to maiDtain the balance of the sexes there were 
only an old Frenchman and a young American. It 
hardly made the matter easier that the old French- 
man came &om Lausanne. He was a native of that 
estLmable town, but he had once spent six months 
in Paris, he had tasted of the tree of knowledge ; he 
had got beyond Lausanne, whose resources he pro- 
nounced inadequate. Lausanne, as he said '' manquait 
d^agrimmts!' When obliged, for reasons which he 
never specified, to bring his residence in Paris to a 
close, he had fallen back on Geneva ; he had broken 
his fall at the Pension Beaurepas. Geneva was, 
after all, more Uke Paris, and at a Genevese boarding- 
house there was sure to be plenty of Americans with 
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whom one could talk about the French metropolis. 
M. Pigeonneau was a little lean man, with a large, 
narrow nose, who sat a great deal in the garden, 
reading with the aid of a lai^e magnifying glass a 
volume fix)m the caMnet de lecture. 

One day, a fortnight after my arrival at the 
Pension Beaurepas, I came back rather earlier than 
usual from my academic session ; it wanted half an 
hour of the midday breakfast. I went into the salon 
with the design of possessing myself of the day's 
Crdlignani before one of the little English old maids 
should have removed it to her virginal bower — a 
privilege to which Madame Beaurepas frequently 
alluded as one of the attractions of the astablish- 
ment. In the salon I found a new-comer, a tall 
gentleman in a high black hat, whom I immediately 
recognised as a compatriot. I had often seen him, 
or his equivalent, in the hotel-parlours of my native 
land. He apparently supposed himself to be at the 
present moment in a hotel-parlour ; his hat was on 
his head, or, rather, half off it— rpushed back from 
his forehead, and rather suspended than poised. He 
stood before a table on which, old newspapers were 
scattered, one of which he had taken up and, with 



100 THE PENSION BEAUREPAS. 

his eye-glass on his nose, was holding out at 
arm's-length. It was that honourable but extremely 
diminutive sheet, the Jov/mal de GerUve, a news- 
paper of about the size of a pocket-handkerchief. 
As I drew near, looking for my Galignani, the tall 
gentleman gave me, over the top of his eye-glass, a 
somewhat solemn stare. Presently however, before 
I had time to lay my hand on the object of my 
search, he silently offered me the Journal de Geneve, 

" It appears," he said, " to be the paper of the 
country." 

" Yes," I answered, " I believe it's the best," 

He gazed at it again, still holding it at arm's- 
length, as if it had been a looking-glass. " Well," 
he said, "I suppose it's natural a small country 
should have small papers. You could wrap it up, 
mountains and all, in one of our dailies ! " 

I found my Galigruini and went off with it into 
the garden, where I seated myself on a bench in the 
shade. Presently I saw the tall gentleman in the 
hat appear in one of the open windows of the salon, 
and stand there with his hands in his pockets and 
his legs a little apart. He looked very much bored, 
and — I don't know why — I immediately began to 
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feel sorry for him. He "was not at all a picturesque 
personage; he looked like a jaded, faded man of 
business. But after a little he came into the garden 
and began to stroll about; and then his restless, 
unoccupied carriage, and the vague, unacquainted 
manner in which his eyes wandered over the place 
seemed to make it proper that, as an older resident, 
I should exercise a certain hospitality. I said 
something to him, and he came and sat down beside 
me on my bench, clasping one of his long knees in 
his hands. 

"When is it this big breakfast of theirs comes 
off?" he inquired. "That's what I call it — the 
little breakfast and the big breakfast I never 
thought I should live to see the time when I should 
care to eat two breakfasts. But a man's glad to do 
anything, over here." 

"For myself," I observed, "I find plenty to do." 

He turned his head and glanced at me with a dry, 
deliberate, kind-looking eye. " You're getting used 
to the life, are you ?" 

" I like the life very much," I answered, laughing. 

"How long have you tried it ?" 

" Do you mean in this place ?" 
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* Well, I mean anywhere. It seems to me pretty 
much the same all over." 

** I have been in this house only a fortnight," I 
said. 

"Well, what should you say, from what you 
have seen?" my companion asked. 

" Oh," said I, " you can see all there is immediately. 
It's very simple." 

" Sweet simplicity, eh ? I'm afraid my two ladies 
will find it too simple." 

" Everything is very good," I went on. " And 
Madame Beaurepas is a charming old woman. And 
then it's very cheap." 

" Cheap, is it ?" my friend repeated meditatively. 

"Doesn't it strike you so?" I asked. I thought 
it very possible he had not inquired the terms. But 
he appeared not to have heard me ; he sat there, 
clasping his knee and blinking, in a contemplative 
manner, at the sunshine. 

"Are you from the United States, sir?" he 
presently demanded, turning his head again. 

" Yes, sir," I replied ; and I mentioned the place 
of my nativity. 

" I presumed," he said, "that you were American 
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or English. Tm from the United States myself ; 
from New York city. Many of our people h^e ?" 

" Not so many as, I belieye, there have sometimes 
been. There are two or three ladies." 

"Well/' my interlocutor declared, "I am very 
fond of ladies' society. I think when its superior 
there's nothing comes up to it I've got two ladies 
here myseK; I must make you acquainted with 
them." 

I rejoined that I should be delighted, and I 
inquired of my friend whether he had been long in 
Europe. 

" Well, it seems precious long," he said, " but my 
time's not up yet. We have been here fourteen 
weeks and a half." 

'* Are you travelling for pleasure ?" I asked. 

My companion turned his head again and looked 
at me — ^looked at me so long in silence that I at 
last also turned and met his eyes. 

" No, sir," he said presently. " No, sir," he re- 
peated, afber a considerable interval 

"Excuse me," said I, for there was something 
so solenm in his tone that I feared I had been 
indiscreet. 
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He took no notice of my ejaculation ; he simply 
continued to look at me. " Tm travelling," he said, 
at last, ''to please the doctors. They seemed to 
think they would like it." 

"Ah, they sent you abroad for your health?" 

" They sent me abroad because they were so con- 
foundedly muddled they didn't know what else to do." 

"That's often the best thing," I ventured to 
remark. 

" It was a confession of weakness ; they wanted 
me to stop plaguing them. They didn't know 
enough to cure me, and that's the way they thought 
they would get round it I wanted to be cured — I 
didn't want to be transported. I hadn't done any 
harm." 

I assented to the general proposition of the in- 
efficiency of doctors, and asked my companion if 
he had been seriously iH 

" I didn't sleep," he said, after some delay. 

" Ah, that's very annoying. I suppose you were 
overworked." 

" I didn't eat ; I took no interest in my food." 

" Well, I hope you both eat and sleep now," I 
said. 
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V 

" I couldn't hold a pen," my neighbour went on. 
" I couldn't sit stilL I couldn't walk JErom my house 
to the cars — and it's only a little way. I lost my 
interest in business." 

" You needed a holiday," I observed. 

" That's what the doctors said. It wasn't so very 
smart of them. I had been paying strict attention 
to business for twenty-three years." 

" In all that time you have never had a holiday ?" 
I exclaLmed, with horror. 

My companion waited a little. " Sundays," he 
said at last. 

" No wonder, then, you were out of sorts." 

" Well, sir," said my friend, " I shouldn't have 
been where I was three years ago if I had spent my 
time travelling round Europe. I was in a very 
advantageous position. I did a veiy large business. 
I was considerably interested in lumber." He paused, 
turned his head, and looked at me a moment. 
"Have you any business interests yourself?" I 
answered that I had none, and he went on again, 
slowly, softly, deliberately. " Well, sir, perhaps you 
are not aware that business in the United States 
is not what it was a short time since. Business 
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interests are very insecure. There seems to be a 
general falling-off. Different parties offer different 
explanations of the fact, but so far as I am aware 
none of their observations have set things going 
again." I ingeniously intimated that if business 
was dull, the time was good for coming away; 
whereupon my neighbour threw back his head and 
stretched his legs a while. " Well, sir, that's one 
view of the matter certainly. There's something 
to be said for that. These things should be looked 
at an round. That's the ground my wife took. 
That's the ground," he added in a moment " that a 
lady would naturally take ;" and he gave a little dry 
laugh. 

" You think it's slightly illogical," I remarked. 

" Well, sir, the ground I took was that the worse a 
man's business is, the more it requires looking after. 
I shouldn't want to go out to take a walk — ^not even 
to go to churchy — ^if my house was on fire. My firm 
is not doing the business it was ; it's like a sick 
child, it requires nursing. What I wanted the 
doctors to do was to fix me up, so that I could go 
on at home. I'd have taken anything they'd have 
given me, and as many times a day. I wanted to 
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be right there ; I had my reasons ; I have them 
still But I came off, all the same/' said my friend, 
with a melancholy smile. 

I was a great deal younger than he, but there 
was something so simple and communicative in his 
tone, so expressive of a desire to fraternise, and so 
exempt from any theory of human differences, that 
I quite forgot his seniority, and found myself offering 
him paternal advica " Don't think about all that," 
said I. " Simply enjoy yourself, amuse yourseK, get 
well. Travel about and see Europe. At the end of 
a year, by the time you are ready to go home, things 
will have improved over there, and you will be quite 
well and happy." 

My friend laid his hand on my knee ; he looked 
at me for some moments, and I thought he was 
going to say, "You are very young!" But he 
said presently, " You have got used to Europe any 
way!" 



III. 

At breakfast I encountered his ladies — his wife and 
daughter. They were placed, however, at a distance 
from me, and it was not until the pensionnaires had 
dispersed, and some of them, according to custom, 
had come out into the garden, that he had an oppor- 
tunity of making me acquainted with them. 

"Will you allow me to introduce you to my 
daughter?" he said, moved apparently by a paternal 
inclination to provide this young lady with social 
diversion. She was standing with her mother, in 
one of the paths, looking about with no great com- 
placency, as I imagined, at the homely characteristics 
of the place, and old M. Pigeonneau was hovering 
near, hesitating apparently between the desire to be 
urbane and the absence of a pretext. " Mrs. Euck 
— Miss Sophy Euck," said my friend, leading me up. 

Mrs. Euck was a large, plump, light coloured 
person, with a smooth fair face, a somnolent eye. 
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and an elaborate coiffiire. Miss Sophy was a girl of 
one and twenty, very small and very pretty — ^what 
I suppose would have been called a lively brunette. 
Both of these ladies were attired in black silk dresses, 
very much trimmed ; they had an air of the highest 
elegance. 

" Do you think highly of this pension ?" inquired 
Mrs. Buck, after a few preliminaries. 

" It's a little rough, but it seems to me comfort- 
able," I answered. 

" Does it take a high rank in Geneva ?" Mrs. 
Buck pursued. 

" I imagine it enjoys a very fair fame," I said, 
smiling. 

" I should never dream of comparing it to a New 
York boarding-house," said Mrs. Buck. 

"It's quite a different style," her daughter ob- 
served. Miss Buck had folded her arms ; she was 
holding her elbows with a pair of white little hands, 
and she was tapping the ground with a pretty little 
foot.' 

"We hardly expected to come to a pension," 
said Mrs. Buck. " But we thought we would try ; 
we had heard so much about Swiss pensions. I 
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was saying to Mr. Buck that I wondered whether 
this was a favourable specimen. I was a&aid we 
might have made a mistake." 

"We knew some people who had been here; 
they thought everything of Madame Beaurepas," said 
Miss Sophy. " They said she was a real friend." 

" Mr. and Mrs. Parker — ^perhaps you have heard 
her speak of them," Mrs. Buck pursued. 

« Madame Beaurepas has had a great many Ameri- 
cans ; she is very fond of Americans," I replied. 

" Well, I must say I should think she would be, 
if she compares them with some others." 

"Mother is always comparing," observed Miss 
Buck. 

" Of course I am always comparing," rejoined 
the elder lady. " I never had a chance till now ; I 
never knew my privileges. Give me an American !" 
And Mrs. Buck indulged in a little laugh. 

" Well, I must say there are some things I like 
over here," said Miss Sophy, with courage. And 
indeed I could see that she was a young woman of 
great decision. 

" You like the shops — ^that's what you like," her 
father affirmed. 
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The young lady addressed herseK to me, without 
heeding this remark. " I suppose you feel quite at 
home here." 

" Oh, he likes it ; he has got used to the life !" 
exclaimed Mr. Euck. 

" I wish you*d teach Mr. Euck," said his wife. 
" It seems as if he couldn't get used to anything." 

" I'm used to you, my dear," the husband retorted, 
giving me a humorous look. 

" He's intensely restless," continued Mrs. Euck. 
" That's what made me want to come to a pension. 
I thought he would settle down mpre." 

" I don't think I am used to you, after all," said 
her husband. 

In view of a possible exchange of conjugal 
repartee I took refuge iq conversation with Miss 
Euck, who seemed perfectly able to play her part in 
any colloquy. I learned from this young lady that, 
with her parents, after visiting the British islands, 
she had been spending a month in Paris, and that 
she thought she should have died when she left 
that city. " I hung out of the carriage, when we 
left the hotel," said Miss Euck, " I assure you I did. 
And mother did, too." 
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" Out of the other window, I hope," said I. 

"Yes, one out of each window," she replied, 
promptly. " Father had hard work, I can tell you. 
We hadn't half finished ; there were eyer so many 
places we wanted to go to." 

"Your father insisted on coming away?" 

" Yes ; after we had been there about a month 
he said he had enough. He's fearfully restless ; he's 
very much out of health. Mother and I said to him 
that if he was restless in Paris he needn't hope for 
peace anywhere. We don't mean to leave him 
alone till he takes us back." There was an air of 
keen resolution in Miss Euck's pretty face, of lucid 
apprehension of desirable ends, which made me, as 
she pronounced these words, direct a glance of 
covert compassion toward her poor recalcitrant 
father. He had walked away a little with his 
wife, and I saw only his back and his stooping, 
patient-looking shoulders, whose air of acute resig- 
nation was thrown into relief by the voluminous 
tranquillity of Mrs. Euck. " He will have to take 
us back in September, any way," the young girl 
pursued ; " he will have to take us back to get some 
things we have ordered." 
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"Have you ordered a great many things?" I 
asked, jocosely. 

'*Well, I guess we have ordered same. Of 
course we wanted to take advantage of being in 
Paris — ladies always do. We have left the prin- 
cipal things till we go back. Of course that is the 
principal interest, for ladies. Mother said she 
should feel so shabby, if she just passed through. 
We have promised all the people to be back in 
September, and I never broke a promise yet. So 
Mr. Buck has got to make his plans accordingly." 

" And what are his plans ?" 

" I don't know ; he doesn't seem able to make 
any. His great idea was to get to Geneva ; but 
now that he has got here he doesn't seem to care. 
It's the effect of ill health. He used to be so bright; 
but now he is quite subdued. It's about time he 
should improve, any way. We went out last night 
to look at the jewellers' windows — ^in that street 
behind the hotel. I had always heard of those 
jewellers' windows. We saw some lovely things, 
but it didn't seem to rouse father. He'll get tired 
of Geneva sooner than he did of Paris." 

"Ah," said I, "there are finer things here than 
VOL. a I 
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the jewellers' windows. We are very near some of 
the most beautiful scenery in Europe." 

'' I suppose you mean the mountains. Well, we 
have seen plenty of mountains at home. We used to 
go to the mountains every summer. We are familiar 
enough with the mountains. Aren't we, mother?" 
the young lady demanded, appealing to Mrs. Buck, 
who, with her husband, had drawn near again. 

" Aren't we what ?" inquired the elder lady. 

'' Aren't we familiar with the mountains ? " 

" Well, I hope so," said Mrs. Euck. 

Mr. Buck, with his hands in his pockets, gave 
me a sociable wink. " There's nothing much you 
can tell them !" he said. 

The two ladies stood face to face a few moments, 
surveying each other^s garment& " Don't you want 
to go out?" the young girl at last inquired of her 
mother. 

" WeU, I think we had better ; we have got to 
go up to that placa" 

^* To what place ?" asked Mr. Buck. 

" To that jeweller's — ^to that big one." 

"They all seemed big enough; they were too 
big ! " And Mr. Buck gave me another wink. 
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" That one where we saw the blue cross," said 
his daughter. 

"Oh, come, what do you want of that blue 
cross?" poor Mr. Buck demanded. 

" She wants to hang it on a black velvet ribbon 
and tie it round her neck," said his wife. 

" A black velvet ribbon ? No, I thank you !" cried 
the young lady. " Do you suppose I would wear that 
cross on a black velvet ribbon ? On a nice little gold 
chain, if you please — a little narrow gold chain, like 
an old-fashioned watch-chain. That's the proper 
thing for that blue cross. I know the sort of chain 
I mean ; I'm going to look for one. When I want 
a thing," said Miss Buck, with decision, ''I can 
generally find it" 

" Look here, Sophy," her father urged, " you don't 
want that blue cross." 

"I do want it — I happen to want it." And 
Sophy glanced at me with a little laugh. 

Her laugh, which in itself was pretty, suggested 
that there were various relations in which one might 
stand to Miss Buck ; but I think I was conscious of 
a certain satisfaction in not occupying the paternal 
one. " Don't worry the poor child," said her mother. 
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" Come on, mother," said Miss Euck. 

" We are going to look about a little," explained 
the elder lady to me, by way of taking leava 

" I know what that means," remarked Mr. Euck, 
as his companions moved away. He stood looking 
at them a moment, while he raised his hand to his 
head, behind, and stood rubbing it a little, with a 
movement that displaced his hat. (I may remark 
in parenthesis that I never saw a hat more easily 
displaced than Mr. Euck's.) I supposed he was 
going to say something querulous, but I was 
mistaken. Mr. Euck was unhappy, but he was 
very good-natured. " Well, they want to pick up 
something," he said. " That's the principal interest, 
for ladies." 



IV. 

Mb. Buck distinguished me, as the French say. 
He honoured me with his esteem, and, as the days 
elapsed, with a large portion of his confidence. 
Sometimes he bored me a little, for the tone of his 
conversation was not cheerful, tending as it did 
almost exclusively to a melancholy dirge over the 
financial prostration of our common country. " No, 
sir, business in the United States is not what it 
once was," he found occasion to remark several 
times a day. " There's not the same spring — ^there's 
not the same hopeful feeling. You can see it in 
all departments." He used to sit by the hour in 
the little garden of the pension, with a roll of 
American newspapers in his lap and his high hat 
pushed back, swinging one of his long legs and 
reading the New York Herald. He paid a daily 
visit to the American banker's, on the other side of 
the Bh6ne, and remaiued there a long time, turning 
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over the old papers on the green velvet table in the 
middle of the Salon des il^trangers and firatemising 
with chance compatriots. But in spite of these 
diversions his time hung heavily upon his hands. 
I used sometimes to propose to him to take a walk ; 
but he had a mortal horror of pedestrianism, and 
regarded my own taste for it as a morbid form of 
activity. "You'll kill yourself, if you don't look 
out," he said, "walking all over the country. I 
don't want to walk round that way; I ain't a 
postman!" Briefly speaking, Mr. Buck had few 
resources. His wife and daughter, on the other 
hand, it was to be supposed, were possessed of a 
good many that could not be apparent to an un- 
obtrusive young man. They also sat a great deal 
in the garden or in the salon, side by side, with 
folded hands, contemplating material objects, and 
were remarkably independent of most of the usual 
feminine aids to idleness — flight literature, tapestry, 
the use of the piano. They were, however, much 
fonder of locomotion than their companion, and I 
often met them in the Bue du Bhdne and on the 
quays, loitering in front of the jewellers' windows. 
They might have had a cavalier in the person of 
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old M. Pigeonneati, who possessed a high apprecia- 
tion of their channs, but who, owing to the absence 
of a common idiom, was deprived of the pleasures of 
intimacy. He knew no English, and Mrs. Euck 
and her daughter had, as it seemed, an incurable 
mistrust of the beautiful tongue which, as the old 
man endeavoured to impress upon them, was pre- 
eminently the language of conversation. 

"They have a tov/mure de princesse — a dis- 
Unction mpremel' he said to me. "One is sur- 
prised to find them in a little pension, at seven 
francs a day." 

" Oh, they don't come for economy," I answered. 
" They must be ricL" 

" They don't come for my leaux yev>x — for mine," 
said M. Pigeoimeau, sadly. " Perhaps it's for yours, 
young man. Je vous recommande la mfere." 

. I reflected a moment. " They came on account 
of Mr. Euck — because at hotels he's so restless." 

M. Pigeonneau gave me a knowing nod. "Of 
course he is, with such a wife as that ! — a femme 
mperhe, Madame Euck is preserved in perfection 
— a miraculous fratcJieur. I like those large, fair, 
quiet women; they are often, dans VintimiU, the 
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most agreeable. Ill warrant you that at heart 
Madame Buck is a finished coquette." 
" I rather doubt it," I said. 
" You suppose her cold ? Ne vous y fiez paa J" 
'' It is a matter in which I have nothing at stake." 
"You young Americans are droll," said M. 
Pigeonneau ; " you never have anj^thing at stake ! 
But the little one, for example; I'll warrant you 
she's not cold. She is admirably made." 
" She is very pretty." 

"*She is very pretty!' Vous dites cela d'un 
ton ! When you pay compliments to Mademoiselle 
Buck, I hope that's not the way you do it." 

" I don't pay compliments to Mademoiselle Buck." 
"Ah, decidedly," said M. Pigeonneau, "you 
young Americans are droU I " 

I should have suspected that these two ladies 
would not especially commend themselves to 
Madame Beaurepas; that as a maitresse de salon, 
which she in some degree aspired to be, she would 
have found them wanting in a certain flexibility of 
deportment. But I should have gone quite wrong ; 
Madame Beaurepas had no fault at all to find with 
her new pensionnaires. "I have no observation 
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whatever to make about them/' she said to me one 
evening. « I see nothing in those ladies which is 
at all d^laci. They don't complain of anything; 
they don't meddle ; they take what's given them ; 
they leave me tranquiL The Americans are often 
like that. Often, but not always," Madame Beau- 
repas pursued, "We are to have a specimen to- 
morrow of a very different sort." 

" An American ?" I inquired. 

"Two AmSricames — a mother and a daughter. 
There are Americans and Americans : when you are 
difficUes, you are more so than any one, and when 
you have pretensions — ah, par exemple, it's serious. 
I foresee that with this little lady everything will 
be serious, beginning with her caf4 au lait. . She 
has been staying at the Pension Chamousset — ^my 
concurrent, you know, farther up the street; but 
she is coming away because the coffee is bad. She 
holds to her coffee, it appears. I don't know what 
liquid Madame Chamousset may have invented, but 
we will do the best we can for her. Only, I know 
she will make me des histoires about something else. 
She will demand a new lamp for the salon ; vons 
allez voir cda. She wishes to pay but eleven francs 
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a day for herself and her daughter, tout compris; 
and for their eleven francs they expect to be lodged 
like princesses. But she is very ' ladylike ' — ^isn't 
that what you call it in English ? Oh, pour cda, 
she is ladylike ! " 

I caught a glimpse on the morrow of this lady- 
like person, who was arriving at her new residence 
as I came in from a walk. She had come in a 
cab, with her daughter and her luggage ; and, with 
an air of perfect softness and serenity, she was dis- 
puting the fare as she stood among her boxes, on the 
steps. She addressed her cabman in a very English 
accent, but with extreme precision and correctness. 
" I wish to be perfectly reasonable, but I don't wish to 
encourage you in exorbitant demands. With a franc 
and a half you are sufficiently paid. It is not the 
custom at Geneva to give a pour-baire for so short a 
drive. I have made inquiries, and I find it is not the 
custom, even in the best families. I am a stranger, 
yes, but I always adopt the custom of the native 
families. I think it my duty toward the natives." 

" But I am a native, too, moi !" said the cabman, 
with an angry laugh. 

"You seem to me to speak with a German 
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accent," continued the lady. "You are probably 
&om Basel. A franc and a half is sufficient. I 
see you have left behind the little red bag which I 
asked you to hold between your knees; you will 
please to go back to the other house and get it. 
Very well, if you are impolite I will make a com- 
plaint of you to-morrow at the administration. 
Aurora^ you will find a pencil in the outer pocket 
of my embroidered satchel; please to write down 
his number,— 87; do you see it distinctly? — ^in 
case we should forget it." 

The young lady addressed as " Aurora " — ^a slight, 
fair girl, holding a large parcel of umbrellas — stood 
at hand while this allocution went forward, but she 
apparently gave no heed to it. She stood looking 
about her, in a listless manner, at the front of the 
house, at the corridor, at C^lestine tucking up her 
apron in the door-way, at me as I passed in amid 
the disseminated luggage ; her mother's parsimonious 
attitude seeming to produce in Miss Aurora neither 
sympathy nor embarrassment. At dinner the two 
ladies were placed on the same side of the table as 
myself, below Mrs. Buck and her daughter, my own 
position being on the right of Mr. Buck. I had 
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therefore little observation of Mrs. CliTirch — such 
I learned to be her name — but I occasionally heard 
her soft, distinct voice. 

" White wine, if you please; we prefer white wine. 
There is none on the table ? Then you will please 
to get some, and to remember to place a bottle of it 
always here, between my daughter and myself." 

"That lady seems to know what she wants," 
said Mr. Buck, " and she speaks so I can understand 
her. I can't understand every one, over here. I 
should like to make that lady's acquaintance. Per- 
haps she knows what I want, too ; it seems hard to 
find out. But I don't want any of their sour white 
wine ; that's one of the things I don't want. I ex- 
pect she'll be an addition to the pension." 

Mr. Buck made the acquaintance of Mrs. Church 
that evening in the parlour, being presented to her 
by his wife, who presumed on the rights conferred 
upon herself by the mutual proximity, at table, of 
the two ladies. I suspected that in Mrs. Church's 
view Mrs. Buck presumed too far. The fugitive 
from the Pension Chamousset, as M. Pigeonneau 
called her, was a little fresh, plump, comely woman, 
looking less than her age, with a round, bright. 
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serious face. She was very simply and frugally 
dressed, not at all in the manner of Mr. Buck's 
companions, and she had an air of quiet distinction 
which was an excellent defensive weapon. She 
exhibited a polite disposition to listen to what Mr. 
Buck might have to say, but her manner was 
equivalent to an intimation that what she valued 
least in boarding-house life was its social opportun- 
ities. She had placed herself near a lamp, after 
carefully screwing it and turning it up, and she had 
opened in her lap, with the assistance of a large 
embroidered marker, an octavo volume, which I per- 
ceived to be in German. To Mrs. Buck and her 
daughter she was evidently a puzzle, with her 
economical attire and her expensive culture. The 
two younger ladies, however, had begun to fraternise 
very freely, and Miss Buck presently went wander- 
ing out of the room with her arm round the waist 
of Miss Church. It was a very warm evening ; the 
long windows of the salon stood wide open into the 
garden, and, inspired by the bahny darkness, M. 
Pigeonneau and Mademoiselle Beaurepas, a most 
obliging little woman, who lisped and always wore 
a huge cravat, declared they would organise a fiU de 
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nvdt. They engaged in this mdertaking, and the 
fSte developed itself, consistiiig of half a dozen red 
paper lanterns, hung about on the trees, and of 
several glasses of sirop, carried on a tray by the 
stout-armed C^lestine. As the festival deepened to 
its climax I went out into the garden, where M. 
Pigeonneau was master of ceremonies. 

" But where are those charming young ladies," 
he cried, " Miss Buck and the new-comer, Vaimable 
transfv>ge ? Their absence has been remarked, and 
they are wanting to the brilliancy of the occasion. 
Voyez I have selected a glass of syrup — ^a generous 
glass — ^for Mademoiselle Buck, and I advise you, my 
young Mend, if you wish to make a good impression, 
to put aside one which you may offer to the other 
young lady. What is her name? Miss Church. 
I see; it's a singular name. There is a church in 
which I would willingly worship !" 

Mr. Buck presently came out of the salon, having 
concluded his interview with Mrs. ChurcL Through 
the open window I saw the latter lady sitting imder 
the lamp with her Geiman octavo, while Mrs. Buck, 
established, empty-handed, in an arm-chair near her, 
gazed at her with an air of fascination. 
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" Well, I told you she would know what I want," 
said Mr. Buck. ''She says I want to go up to 
Appenzell, wherever that is ; that I want to drink 
whey and live in a high latitude — ^what did she call 
it? — a high altitude. She seemed to think we 
ought to leave for AppenzeU to-znorrow ; she'd got 
it all fixed. She says this ain't a high enough lat 
— a high enough altitude. And she says I mustn't 
go too high, either ; that would be just as bad ; she 
seems to know just the right figura She says she'll 
give me a list of the hotels where we must stop, on 
the way to AppenzelL I asked her if she didn't 
want to go with us, but she says she'd rather sit still 
and read. I expect she's a big reader." 

The daughter of this accomplished woman now 
reappeared, in company with Miss Buck, with whom 
she had been strolling through the outlying parts of 
the garden. 

''Well," said Miss Buck, glancing at the red 
paper lanterns, " are they trying to stick the flower- 
pots into the trees ?" 

" It's an illumination in honour of our arrival," 
the other young girl rejoined. " It's a triumph over 
Madame Chamousset." 
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** Meanwhile, at the Pension Ghamousset/' I vent- 
lued to suggest, " they have put out their lights ; 
they are sitting in darkness, lamenting your depart- 
ure." 

She looked at me, smiling ; she was standing in 
the light that came from the house. M. Pigeonneau, 
meanwhile, who had been awaiting his chance, ad- 
vanced to Miss Euck with his glass of syrup. " I 
have kept it for you, mademoiselle," he said ; " I 
have jealously guarded it It is very delicious !" 

Miss Buck looked at him and his syrup, without 
making any motion to take the glass. ''Well, I 
guess it's sour," she said in a moment; and she gave 
a little shake of her head. 

M. Pigeonneau stood staring, with his syrup in 
his hand ; then he slowly turned away. He looked 
about at the rest of us, as if to appeal from Miss 
Buck's insensibility, and went to deposit his rejected 
tribute on a bench. 

" Won't you give it to me ?" asked Miss Church, 
in faultless French. " J'adore le sirop, moi" 

M. Pigeonneau came back with alacrity, and pre- 
sented the glass with a very low bow. " I adore 
good manners," murmured the old man. 
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This incident caused me to look at Miss Church 
with quickened interest. She was not strikingly 
pretty, but in her charming, irregular face there was 
something brilliant and ardent. like her mother, 
she was very simply dressed. 

" She wants to go to America, and her mother 
won't let her," said Miss Sophy to me, explaining her 
companion's situation. 

"I am very sorry — ^for America," I answered, 
laughing. 

" Well, I don't want to say anything against your 
mother, but I think it's shameful," Miss Euck 
pursued. 

"Mamma has very good reasons; she will tell 
you them aU." 

" Well, I'm sure I don't want to hear them," said 
Miss Euck. " You have got a right to go to your 
own country ; every one has a right to go to their 
own country." 

"Mamma is not very patriotic," said Aurora 
Church, smiling. 

" Well, I call that dreadful," her companion de- 
clared. " I have heard that there are some Ameri- 
cans like that, but I never believed it." 

VOL. n. K 
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"There are all sorts of Americans," I said, 
laughing. ' 

" Aurora's one of the right sort," rejoined Miss 
Euck, who had apparently become very intimate 
with her new friend. 

" Are you very patriotic ?" I asked of the young 

girl. 

" She's right down homesick," said Miss Sophy ; 

" she's dying to go. If I were you my mother 

would have to take me." 

" Mamma is going to take me to Dresden." 

" Well, I declare I never heard of anything so 
dreadful 1 " cried Miss Euck. " It's like something 
in a story." 

" I never heard there was anything very dreadful 
in Dresden," I interposed. 

Miss Euck looked at me a moment. " Well, I 
don't believe you axe a good American," she replied, 
" and I never supposed you were. You had better 
go in there and talk to Mrs. Church." 

" Dresden is reaUy very nice, isn't it ?" I asked 
of her companion. 

"It isn't nice if you happen to prefer New 
York," said Miss Sophy. "Miss Church prefers 
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New York. Tell him you are dying to see New 
York ; it will make him angry," she went on. 

"I have no desire to make him angry," said 
Aurora, smiling. 

" It is only Miss Euck who can do that," I re- 
joined. " Have you been a long time in Europe ? " 

" Always." 

" I call that wicked ! " Miss Sophy declared. 

" You might be in a worse place," I continued. 
" I find Europe very interesting." 

Miss Euck gave a little laugh. " I was saying 
that you wanted to pass for a European." 

" Yes, I want to pass for a Dalmatian." 

Miss Euck looked at me a moment. "Well, 
you had better not come home," she said. "No 
one will speak to you." 

"Were you bom in these countries ?" I asked of 
her companion. 

" Oh, no ; I came to Europe when I was a small 
child. But I remember America a little, and it 
seems delightful." 

" Wait till you see it again. It's just too lovely," 
said Miss Sophy. 

" It's the grandest country in the world," I added. 
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Miss Buck began to toss her head. " Come 
away, my dear/' she said. " If there's a creature I 
despise it's a man that tries to say funny things 
about his own country." 

" Don't you think one can be tired of Europe ?" 
Aurora asked, lingering. 

" Possibly — after many years." 

"Father was tired of it after three weeks," said 
Miss Buck. 

"I have been here sixteen years," her friend 
went on, looking at me with a charming intentness, 
as if she had a purpose in speaking. " It used to 
be for my education. I don't know what it's for 
now." 

"She's beautifully educated," said Miss Buck. 
" She knows four languages." 

" I am not very sure that I know English." 

"You should go to Boston!" cried Miss Sophy. 
*' They speak splendidly in Boston." 

" C'est mon rSve," said Aurora, still looking at 
me. 

" Have you been all over Europe," I asked — " in 
all the different countries ?" 

She hesitated a moment. "Everywhere that 



THE PENSION BEAUREPAS. ISa 

there's a pension. Mamma is devoted to pensions. 
We have lived, at one time or another, in every 
pension in Europe." 

"Well, I should think you had seen about 
enough," said Miss Buck. 

" It's a delightful way of seeing Europe," Aurora 
rejoined, with her brilliant smile. "You may 
imagine how it has attached me to the different 
countries. I have such charming souvenirs ! There 
is a pension awaiting us now at Dresden, — eight 
francs a day, without wine. That's rather dear. 
Mamma means to make them give us wine. Mamma 
is a great authority on pensions ; she is known, that 
way, all over Europe. Last winter we were in 
Italy, and she discovered one at Piacenza, — ^four 
francs a day. We made economies." 

"Your mother doesn't seem to mingle much,", 
observed Miss Euck, glancing through the window 
at the scholastic attitude of Mrs. Church. 

"No, she doesn't mingle, except in the native 
society. Though she lives in pensions^ she detests 
them." 

" Why does she live in them, then ?" asked Miss 
Sophy, rather resentfully. 
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" Oh, because we are so poor ; it's the cheapest 
way to live. We have' tried having a cook, but the 
cook always steals. Mamma used to set me to 
watch her ; that's the way I passed 'mjjemiesse — ^my 
belle jev/nesse. We are frightfully poor," the young girl 
went on, with the same strange frankness — ^a curious 
mixture of girlish grace and conscious cynicism. 
*'Nous n'avons pas le sou. That's one of the 
reasons we don't go back to America ; mamma says 
we can't afford to live there." 

" Well, any one can see that you're an American 
girl," Miss Buck remarked, in a consolatory manner. 
'* I can tell an American girl a mile off. You've 
got the American styla" 

" I'm afraid I haven't the American toilette,^* said 
Aurora, looking at the other's superior splendour. 

** WeU, your dress was cut in France ; any one 
can see that." 

"Yes," said Aurora, with a laugh, "my dress 
was cut in France — at Avranches." 

"Well, you've got a lovely figure, any way," 
pursued her companion. 

" Ah," said the yoimg girl, " at Avranches, too, 
my figure was admired." And she looked at me 
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askance, with a certain coquetry. But I was an 
innocent youth, and I only looked back at her, 
wondering. She was a great deal nicer than Miss 
Euck, and yet Miss Buck would not have said that. 
" I tiy to be like an American girl," she continued ; 
" I do my best, though mamma doesn't at all en- 
courage it, •! am very patriotic. I try to copy 
them, though mamma has brought me up d la /ran- 
^ise ; that is, as much as one can in pensions. . For 
instance, I have never been out of the house with- 
out mamma; oh, never, never. But sometimes I 
despair; American girls are so wonderfully frank. 
I can't be frank, like that. I am always a&aid. 
But I do what I can, as you see. Excusez du peu !" 

I thought this young lady at least as outspoken 
as most of her unexpatriated sisters; there was 
something almost comical in her despondency. But 
she had by no means caught, as it seemed to me, 
the American tone. Whatever her tone was, how- 
ever, it had a fascination; there was something 
dainty about it, and yet it was decidedly audacious 

The young ladies began to stroll about the garden 
again, and I enjoyed their society until M. Pigeon- 
neau's festival came to an end. 



V. 

Mr. Euck did not take his departure for Appenzell 
on the morrow, in spite of the eagerness to witness 
such an event which he had attributed to Mrs. 
Church. He continued, on the contrary, for many- 
days after, to hang about the garden, to wander up 
to the banker's and back again, to engage in desultory 
conversation with his fellow -boarders, and to en- 
deavour to assuage his constitutional restlessness by 
perusal of the American journals. But on the 
morrow I had the honour of making Mrs. Church's 
acquaintance. She came into the salon, after the 
midday breakfast, with her German octavo under 
her arm, and she appealed to me for assistance in 
selecting a quiet comer. 

" Would you very kindly," she said, " move that 
large fauteuil a little more this way? Not the 
largest; the one with the little cushion. The 
fauteuils here are very insufl&cient; I must ask 
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Madame Beaurepas for another. Thank you ; a 
little more to the left, please ; that will do. Are 
you particularly engaged ?" she inquired, after she 
had seated herself. '' K not, I should like to have 
some conversation with you. It is some time since 
I have met a young American of your — ^what shall 
I call it ? — ^your affiliations. I have learned your 
name from Madame Beaurepas ; I think I used to 
know some of your people. I don't know what has 
become of aU my friends. I used to have a charm- 
ing little circle at home, but now I meet no one I 
know. Don't you think there is a great difference 
between the people one meets and the people one 
would like to meet? Fortunately, sometimes," added 
my interlocutress gracioiisly, "it's quite the same. 
I suppose you are a specimen, a favourable specimen," 
she went on, " of young America. Tell me, now, 
what is yoimg America thinking of in these days of 
ours ? What are its feelings, its opinions, its aspira- 
tions? What is its ideal?** I had seated myself 
near Mrs. Church, and she had pointed this inter- 
rogation with the gaze of her bright little eyes. I 
felt it embarrassing to be treated as a favourable 
specimen of young America, and to be expected to 
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answer for the great republic. Observing my hesita- 
tion, Mrs. Church clasped her hands on the open 
page of her book and gave an intense, melancholy 
smile. " Has it an ideal ?" she softly asked. « Well, 
we must talk of this," she went on, without insist- 
ing. "Speak, for the present, for yourself simply. 
Have you come to Europe with any special design ?" 

" Nothing to boast of," I said. " I am studying 
a little." 

" Ah, I am glad to hear that. You are gathering 
up a little European culture ; that's what we lack, 
you know, at home. No individual can do much, 
of course. But you must not be discouraged ; every 
little counts." 

" I see that you, at least, are doing your part," I 
rejoined gallaatily, dropping my eyes on my com- 
panion's learned volume. 

" Yes, I frankly £ulmit that I am fond of study. 
There is no one, after all, like the Germans. That 
is, for faxjts. For opinions I by no means always go 
with them. I form my opinions myself. I am 
sorry to say, however," Mrs. Church continued, 
" that I can hardly pretend to diflFlise my acquisi- 
tions. I am afiradd I am sadly selfish ; I do little 
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to irrigate the soil I belong — I frankly confess it 
— ^to the class of absentees." 

" I had the pleasure, last evening," I said, " of 
making the acquaintance of your daughter. She 
told me you had been a long time in Europa" 

Mrs. Church smiled benignantly. "Can one 
ever be too long ? We shaU never leave it." 

" Your daughter won't like that," I said, smiling 
too. 

" Has she been taking you into her confidence ? 
She is a more sensible young lady than she some- 
times appears. I have taken great pains with her ; 
she is really — I may be permitted to say it — superbly 
educated." 

''She seemed to me a very charming girl," I 
rejoined. "And I learned that she speaks four 
languages." 

" It is not only that," said Mrs. Church, in a 
tone which suggested that this might be a very 
superficial species of culture. " She has made what 
we call de fortes 6tudes — such as I suppose you are 
making now. She is familiar with the results of 
modem science ; she keeps pace with the new his- 
torical schooL" 
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"Ah," said I, "she has gone much farther 
than I !" 

" You doubtless think I exaggerate, and you force 
me, therefore, to mention the fact that I am able to 
speak of such matters with a certain intelligence." 

"That is very evident," I said. "But your 
daughter thinks you ought to take her home." I 
began to fear, as soon as I had uttered these words, 
that they savoured of treachery to the young lady, 
but I was reassured by seeing that they produced 
on her mother's placid countenance no symptom 
whatever of irritation. 

" My daughter has her little theories," Mrs. 
Church observed ; " she has, I may say, her illusions. 
And what wonder ! What would youth be without 
its illusions ? Aurora has a theory that she would 
be happier in New York, in Boston, in Philadelphia, 
than in one of the charming old cities in which our 
lot is cast But she is mistaken, that is all. We 
must allow our children their illusions, must we not ? 
But we must watch over them." 

Although she herself seemed proof against dis- 
composure, I found something vaguely irritating in 
her soft, sweet positiveness. 
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" American cities," I said, " are the paradise of 
young girls." 

" Do you mean," asked Mrs. Church, " that the 
young girls who come from those places are angels?" 

" Yes," I said, resolutely. 

" This young lady — ^what is her odd name ? — 
with whom my daughter has formed a somewhat 
precipitate acquaintance : is Miss Buck an angel ? 
But I won't force you to say anything unciviL It 
would be too cruel to make a single exception." 

" Well," said I, " at any rate, in America young 
girls have an easier lot. They have much more 
Uberty." 

My companion laid her hand for an instant on 
my arm. " My dear young friend, T know America, I 
know the conditions of life there, so well. There is 
perhaps no subject on which I have reflected more 
than on our national idiosyncrasies." 

" I am afraid you don't approve of them," said I, 
a little brutally. 

Brutal indeed my proposition was, and Mrs. 
Church was not prepared to assent to it in this 
rough shape. She dropped her eyes on her book, 
with an air of acute meditation. Then, raising them 
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"We are rery crude," she softly observed — "we 
are very cruda" Lest even this delicately-uttered 
statement should seem to savour of the vice that she 
deprecated, she went on to explain. " There are 
two classes of minds, you know — ^those that hold 
back, and those that push forward. My daughter 
and I are not pushers ; we move with little steps. 
We like the old, trodden paths ; we like the old, old 
world." 

" Ah," said I, " you know what you like ; there 
is a great virtue in that" 

" Yes, we like Europe ; we prefer it. We like 
the opportimities of Europe ; we like the rest. There 
is so much in that, you know. The world seems to 
me to be hurrying, pressing forward so fiercely, 
without knowing where it is going. ' Whither ? * I 
often ask, in my little quiet way. But I have yet 
to learn that any one can teU me." 

** You're a great conservative," I observed, while 
I wondered whether I myself could answer this 
inquiry. 

Mrs. Church gave me a smile which was equiva- 
lent to a confession. " I wish to retain a lUile — 
just a little. Surely, we have done so much, we 
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might rest a while ; we might pause. That is all 
my feeling — ^ust to stop a little, to wait ! I have 
seen so many changes. I wish to draw in, to draw 
in — ^to hold back, to hold back." 

" You shouldn't hold yonr daughter back !" I 
answered, laughing and getting up. I got up, not 
by way of terminating our interview, for I perceived 
Mrs. Church's exposition of her views to be by no 
means complete, but in order to offer a chair to Miss 
Aurora, who at this moment drew near. She thanked 
me and remained standing, but without at first, as I 
noticed, meeting her mother's eye. 

" You have been engaged with your new acquaint- 
ance, my dear ?" this lady inquired. 

" Yes, mamma dear," said the young girl, gently. 

« Do you find her very edifying ?" 

Aurora was silent a moment ; then she looked 
at her mother. " I don't know, mamma ; she is 
very fresL" 

I ventured to indulge in a respectful laugh. 
" Your mother has another word for that. But I 
must not," I added, " be crude." 

" Ah, vous m'en voulez ?" inquired Mrs. Church. 
And yet I can't pretend I said it in jest. I feel 
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it too much. We have been having a little social 
discussion," she said to her daughter. " There is 
still so much to be said. And I wish/' she con- 
tinned, turning to me, " that I could give you our 
point of view. Don't you wish, Aurora^ that we 
could give him our point of view V* 

" Yes, mamma," said Aurora. 

"We consider ourselves very fortunate in our 
point of view, don't we dearest V mamma demanded. 

" Very fortunate, indeed, mamma." 

" You see we have acquired an insight into 
European life," the elder lady pursued. " We have 
our place at many a European fireside. We find so 
much to esteem — so much to enjoy. Do we not, 
my daughter?" 

" So very much, mamma," the young girl went 
on, with a sort of inscrutable submissiveness. I 
wondered at it ; it offered so strange a contrast to 
the mocking freedom of her tone the night before ; 
but while I wondered, I was careful not to let my 
perplexity take precedence of my good manners. 

" I don't know what you ladies may have found 
at European firesides," I said, " but there can be 
very little doubt what you have left there." 
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Mrs. Church got up, to acknowledge my compli- 
ment. "We have spent some charming hours. 
And that reminds me that we have just now such 
an occasion in prospect. We are to call upon some 
Genevese friends — the family of the Pasteur Galopin, 
They are to go with us to the old library at the 
H&tel de Ville, where there are some very interest^ 
ing documents of the period of the Eeformation ; 
we are promised a glimpse of some manuscripts of 
poor Servetus, the antagonist and victim, you know, 
of Calvin. Here, of course, one can only speak of 
Calvin under one's breath, but some day, when we 
are more private," and Mrs. Church looked round 
the room, "I will give you my view of, him. I 
think it has a touch of originality. Aurora is fam- 
iliar with, are you not, my daughter, familiar with 
my view of Calvin ?" 

" Yes, mamma," said Aurora, with docility, while 
the two ladies went to prepare for their visit to the 
Pasteur Galopin. 
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VI. 

" She has demanded a new lamp ; I told you she 
would!" This communication was made me by 
Madame Beaurepas a couple of days later. '' And 
she has asked for a new tapis de lit, and she has 
requested me to provide C^lestine with a pair of 
light shoes, I told her that, as a general thing, 
cooks are not shod with satin. That poor C^lestine !" 

" Mrs. Church may be exacting," I said, " but she 
is a clever little woman." 

" A lady who pays but five francs and a half 
shouldn't be too clever. C'est d^plac^. I don't 
like the type." 

" What type do you call Mrs. Church's ?" 

" Mon Dieu," said Madame Beaurepas, '' c'est une 
de ces mamans conmie vous en avez, qui prominent 
leur fille." 

" She is trying to marry her daughter ? I don't 
think she's of that sort." 



THE PENSION BEAUREPAS. 147 

But Madame Beaurepas shrewdly held to her 
idea. ^' She is trying it in her own way; she does 
it very quietly. She doesn't want an American ; 
she wants a foreigner. And she wants a man 
s&rievjx. But she is travelling over Europe in search 
of one. She would like a magistrate." 

"A magistrate?" 

'^ A gros hannet of some kind ; a professor or a 
dieputy." 

« I am very sorry for \he poor girl," I said, 
laughing. 

''You needn't pity her too much; she's a sly 
thing." 

"Ah, for that, no!" I exclaimed. "She's a 
charming girL" 

Madame Beaurepaa gave an elderly grin. "She 
has hooked you, eh? But the mother won't have 
you." 

I developed my idea, without heeding this 
insinuation. " She's a charming girl, but she is a 
little odd. It's a necessity of her position. She is 
less submissive to her mother than she has to 
pretend to be. That's in seK-def ence ; it's to make 
her life possible." 
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** She wishes to get away from her mother," con- 
tinued Madame Beaurepas. '' She wishes to courir 
les champs*' 

"She wishes to go to America, her native 
country." 

" Precisely. And she will certainly go." 

" I hope so !" I rejoined. 

" Some fine morning — or evening — she will go off 
with a young man; probably with a young American." 

" Aliens done !" said I, with disgust. 

" That will be quite America enough," pursued 
my cynical hostess. "I have kept a boarding- 
house for forty years. I have seen that type." 

" Have such things as that happened chez vous ? " 
I asked. 

"Everything has happened chez moi. But nothing 
has happened more than once. Therefore this won't 
happen here. It will be at the next place they go 
to, or the next. Besides, here there is no yoimg 
American ^owr la partie — none except you, mon- 
sieur. You are susceptible, but you are too i^eason- • 
able." 

" It's lucky for you I am reasonable," I answered. 
^ It's thanks to that fact that you escape a scolding 1 " 
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One morning, about this time, instead of coming 
back to breakfast at the pension, after my lectures 
at the Academy, I went to partake of this meal 
with a fellow -student, at an ancient eating-house in 
the collegiate quarter. On separating from my 
friend, I took my way along that charming public 
walk known in Geneva as the Treille, a shady 
terrace, of immense elevation, overhanging a portion 
of the lower town. There are spreading trees and 
weU-wom benches, and over the tiles and chinmeys 
of the vUle basse there is a view of the snow-crested 
Alps. On the other side, as you turn your back to 
the view, the promenade is overlooked by a row of 
taU, sober-faced Mtek, the dwellings of the local 
aristocracy. I was very fond of the place, and 
often resorted to it to stimulate my sense of the 
picturesque. Presently, as I lingered there on this 
occasion, I became aware that a gentleman was 
seated not far from where I stood, with his back to 
the Alpine chain, which this morning was brilliant 
and distinct, and a newspaper, unfolded, in his lap. 
He was not reading, however ; he was staring 
before hiTn in gloomy contemplation. I don't 
know whether I recognised first the newspaper or 
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its proprietor; one, in either case, would have 
helped me to identify the other. One was the 
New York Herald ; the other, of course, was Mr. 
Euck As I drew nearer, he transferred his eyes 
from the stony, high-featured masks of the gray old 
houses on the other side of the terrace, and I knew 
by the expression of his face just how he had been 
feeling about these distinguished abodes. He had 
made up his mind that their proprietors were a 
dusky, narrow-minded, unsociable company ; plung- 
ing their roots into a superfluous past. I endeavoured, 
therefore, as I sat down beside him, to suggest 
something more iinpersonaL 

" That's a beautiful view of the Alps," I observed4 

" Yes," said Mr. Euck, without moving, " I've 

examined it. Fine thing, in its way — fine thing. 

Beauties of nature — that sort of thing. We came 

up on purpose to look at it." 

" Your ladies, then, have been with you ?" 
'*Yes; they are just walking round. They're 
awfuUy restless. They keep saying I'm restless, 
but I'm as quiet as a sleeping chUd to them. It 
takes," he added in a moment, drily, " the form of 
shopping," 



THE PENSION BEAUREPAS. 161 

" Are they shopping now ?" 
"Well, if they ain't, the/re trying to. They 
told me to sit here a while, and the/d just walk 
round. I generally know what that means. But 
that's the principal interest for ladies," he added, 
retracting his irony, " We thought we'd come up 
here and see the cathedral ; Mrs. Church seemed to 
think it a dead loss that we shouldn't see the 
cathedral, especially as we hadn't seen many yet. 
And I had to come up to the banker^s any way. 
Well, we certainly saw the cathedral. I don't 
know as we are any the better for it, and I don't 
know as I should know it again. But we saw it, 
' any way. I don't know as I should want to go 
there regularly ; but I suppose it wiU give us, in 
conversation, a kind of hold on Mrs. Church, eh ? 
I guess we want something of that kind« Well," 
Mr. Euck continued, " I stepped in at the banker^s 
to see if there wasn't something, and they handed 
me out a Herald."* 

" I hope the Herald is full of good news," I said. 
" Can't say it is. D — d bad news." 
"Political," I inquired, "or commercial?" 
" Oh, hang politics ! It's business, sir. There 
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ain't any business. It's all gone to," — ^and Mr. 
Ruck became profane. " Nine failures in one day. 
What do you say to that ?" 

" I hope they haven't injured you," I said. 

" Well, they haven't helped me mucL So many 
houses on fire, that's alL K they happen to take 
place in your own street, they don't increase the 
value of your property. When mine catches, I 
suppose they'll write and tell me — one of these 
days, when they've got nothing else to do. I didn't 
get a blessed letter this morning ; I suppose they 
think I'm having such a good time over here if s a 
pity to disturb me. If I could attend to business 
for about half an hour, I'd find out something. 
But I can't, and it's no use talking. The state of 
my health was never so unsatisfactory as it was 
about five o'clock this morning." 

*' I am very sorry to hear that," I said, " and 
I recommend you strongly not to think of busi- 
ness." 

" I don't," Mr. Euck replied. '' I'm thinking of 
cathedrals ; I'm thinking of the beauties of nature. 
Come," he went on, turning round on the bench and 
leaning his elbow on the parapet, "111 think of 
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those mountains over there ; they are pretty, 
certainly Can't you get over there ? " 
" Over where ? " 

« 

" Over to those hills. Don't they run a train 
right up ?" 

" You can go to Chamouni," I said. " You can 
go to Grindelwald and Zermatt and fifty other 
places. You can't go by rail, but you can drive." 

" All right, we'll drive — and not in a one-horse 

concern, either. Yes, Chamouni is one of the 

places we put down. I hope there are a few nice 

shops in Chamouni." Mr. Euck spoke with a certain 

quickened emphasis, and in a tone more explicitly 

humorous than he commonly employed. I thought 

he was excited, and yet he had not the appearance 

of excitement. He looked like a man who has 

simply taken, in the face of disaster, a sudden, 

somewhat imaginative, resolution not to "worry." 

He presently twisted himself about on his bench 

again and began to watch for his companions. 
'* Well, they are walking round," he resumed ; " I 

guess they've hit on something, somewhere. And 
they've got a carriage waiting outside of that arch- 
way, too. They seem to do a big business in 
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archways here, don't they. They like to have a 
carriage to carry home the things — ^those ladies of 
mine. Then the/re sure they've got them." The 
ladies, after this, to do them justice, were not very 
long in appearing. They came toward us, &om 
under the archway to which Mr. Buck had some- 
what invidiously alluded, slowly and with a rather 
exhausted step [and expression. My companion 
looked at them a moment, as they advanced. 
"They're tired," he said softly. "When they're 
tired, like that, it's very expensive." 

" Well," said Mrs. Euck, */ I'm glad you've had 
some company." Her husband looked at her, in 
sflence, through narrowed eyeUds, and I suspected 
that this gracious observation on the lady's part 
was prompted by a restless conscience. 

Miss Sophy glanced at me with her little straight- 
forward air of defiance. " It would have been more 
proper if we had had the company. Why didn't 
you come after us, instead of sitting there?" she 
asked of Mr. Buck's .companion. 

" I was told by your father," I explained, " that 
you were engaged in sacred rites." Miss Buck was 
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not gracious, though I doubt whether it was because 
her conscience was better than her mother's. 

"Well, for a gentleman there is nothing so 
sacred as ladies' society/' replied Miss Buck, in 
the manner of a person accustomed to giving neat 
retorts. 

" I suppose you refer to the cathedral," said her 
mother. "Well, I must say, we didn't go back 
there. I don't know what it may be of a Sunday, 
but it gave me a chill." 

"We discovered the loveliest little lace-shop," 
observed the young girl, with a serenity that was 
superior to bravado. 

Her father looked at her a while ; then turned 
about again, leaning on the parapet, and gazed away 
at the " hills." 

" Well, it was certainly cheap," said Mrs. Euck, 
also contemplating the Alps. 

" We are going to Chamouni," said her husband. 
** You haven't any occasion for lace at Chamouni" 

" Well, I'm glad to hear you have decided to go 
somewhere," rejoined his wife. "I don't want to 
be a fixture at a boarding-house." 
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" You can wear lace anywhere," said Miss Buck, 
"if you put it on right. That's the great thing, 
with lace. I don't think they know how to wear 
lace in Europe. I know how I mean to wear mine; 
but I mean to keep it till I get home." 

Her £9,ther transferred his melancholy gaze to 
her elaborately-appointed little person ; there was a 
great deal of very new-looking detail in Miss Ruck's 
appearance. Then, in a tone of voice quite out of 
consonance with his facial despondency, " Have you 
purchased a great deal ?" he inquired. 

"I have purchased enough for you to make a 
fuss about." 

"He can't make a fuss about that," said Mrs. 
Buck. 

" WeU, you'U see !" declared the young girl with 
a little sharp laugL 

But her father went on, in the same tone : 
"Have you got it in your pocket? Why don't 
you put it on — ^why don't you hang it round you ?" 

" I'll hang it round you, if you don't look out !" 
cried Miss Sophy. 

"Don't you want to show it to this gentleman ?" 
Mr. Buck continued. 
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"Mercy, how you do talk about that lace V* said 
his wife. 

"Well, I want to be lively. There's every 
reason for it ; we're going to Chamouni" 

" You're restless ; that's what's the matter with 
you." And Mrs. Euck got up. 

"No, I ain't," said her husband. "I never felt 
so quiet ; I feel as peaceful as a little child." 

Mrs. Ruck, who had no sense whatever of 
humour, looked at her daughter and at me. " Well, 
I hope you'll improve," she said. 

" Send in the bills," Mr. Buck went on, rising to 
his feet "Don't hesitate, Sophy. I don't care 
what you do now. In for a penny, in for a 
pound." 

Miss Buck joined her mother, with a little toss 
of her head, and we followed the ladies to the 
carriage, " In your place," said Miss Sophy to her 
father, " I wouldn't talk so much about pennies and 
pounds before strangers." 

Poor Mr. Buck appeared to feel the force of this 
observation, which, in the consciousness of a man 
who had never been " mean," could hardly fail to 
strike a responsive chord. He coloured a little, 
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and he was silent; his companions got into their 
vehicle^ the front seat of which was adorned with a 
large parcel Mr. Buck gave the parcel a little 
poke with his umbrella, and then, turning to me 
with a rather grimly penitential smile, " After all," 
he said, "for the ladies that's the principal interest." 



VIL 

Old M. Pigeonneau had more than once proposed 
to me to take a walk, but I had hitherto been 
unable to respond to so alluring an invitation. It 
befell, however, one afternoon, that I perceived him 
going forth upon a desultory stroll, with a certain 
lonesomeness of demeanour that attracted my sym- 
pathy. I hastily overtook him, and passed my 
hand into his venerable arm, a proceeding which 
piroduced in the good old man so jovial a sense of 
comradeship that he ardently proposed we should 
bend our steps to the English Garden ; no locality 
less festive was worthy of the occasion. To the 
English Garden, accordingly, we went; it lay be- 
yond the bridge, beside the lake. It was very 
pretty and very animated ; there was a band play- 
ing in the middle, and a considerable number of 
persons sitting under the small trees, on benches 
and little chairs, or strolling beside the blue water. 
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We joined the strollers, we observed our com- 
panions, and conversed on obvious topics. Some 
of these last, of course, were the pretty women who 
embellished the scene, and who, in the light of M. 
Pigeonneau's comprehensive criticism, appeared sur- 
prisingly numerous. He seemed bent upon our 
making up our minds as to which was the prettiest, 
and as this was an innocent game I consented to 
play at it. 

Suddenly M. Pigeonneau stopped, pressing my 
arm with the liveliest emotion. ''La YoUk, la 
voUk, the prettiest!" he quickly murmured, "coming 
toward us, in a blue dress, with the other." It was 
at the other I was looking, for the other, to my 
surprise, was our interesting fellow-pensioner, the 
daughter of a vigilant mother. M. Pigeonneau, 
meanwhile, had redoubled his exclamations; he 
had recognised Miss Sophy Euck " Oh, la belle 
rencontre, nos aimables convives ; the prettiest girl 
in the world, in effect !" 

We inunediately greeted and joined the young 
ladies, who, like ourselves, were walking arm in arm 
and enjoying the scene, 

" I was citing you with admiration to my Mend, 
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even before I had recognised you," said M. Pigeon- 
neau to Miss Buck. 

*' I don't believe in French compliments," re- 
marked this young lady, presenting her back to 
the smiling old man. 

"Are you and Miss Euck walking alone?" I 
asked of her companion. *' You had better accept 
of M. Pigeonneau's gallant protection, and of 
mine." 

Aurora Church had taken her hand out of Miss 
Buck's arm; she looked at me, smiling, with her 
head a little inclined, while, upon her shoulder, she 
made her open parasol revolve. "Which is most 
improper, — ^to walk alone or to walk with gentle- 
men ? I wish to do what is most improper." 

"What mysterious logic governs your conduct?" 
I inquired. 

" He thinks you can't understand him when he 
talks like that," said Miss Buck. " But I do 
understand you, always 1" 

"So I have always ventured to hope, my dear 
Miss Buck." 

" WeU, if I didn't, it wouldn't be much loss," 
rejoined this young lady. 

VOL. n. M 
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'' Allons, en marche !" cried M. Pigeonneau, 
smiling still, and undiscoiiraged by her inhumanity. 
"Let us make together the tour of the garden." 
And he imposed his society upon Miss Buck with 

a respectful, elderly grace which was evidently 
unable to see anything in her reluctance but 

modesty, and was sublimely conscious of a mission 
to place modesty at its ease. This ill-assorted 
couple walked in front, while Aurora Church and I 
strolled along together. 

"I am sure this is more improper," said my 
companion ; " this is deUghtfuUy improper. I don't 
say that as a compliment to you," she added. " I 
would say it to any man, no matter how stupid." 

" Oh, I am very stupid," I answered, " but this 
doesn't seem to me wrong." 

"Not for you, no; only for me. There is 
nothing that a man can do that is wrong, is there ? 
En morcUe, you know, I mean. Ah, yes, he can 
steal ; but I think there is nothing else, is there ?" 

" I don't know. One doesn't know those things 
until after one has done them. Then one is 
enlightened." 

"And you mean that you have never been 
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enlightened? You make yourself out very 
good." 

'' That is better than making one's self out bad, 
as you do.'* 

The young girl glanced at me a moment^ and 
then, with her charming smile, " That's one of the 
consequences of a false position." 

"Is your position false?" I inquired, smiling 
too at this large formula. 

" Distinctly so." 

"In what way?" 

"Oh, in every way. For instance, I have to 
pretend to be a jeune JiUe. I am not a jeune fiUe ; 
no American girl is a jeune fille ; an American girl 
is an intelligent, responsible creature. I have to 
pretend to be very innocent, but I am not very 
innocent." 

"You don't pretend to be very innocent; you 
pretend to be — ^what shall I call it ? — very wise." 

" That's no pretence. I am wise." 

" You are not an American girl," I ventured to 
observe. 

My companion almost stopped, looking at me ; 
there was a little flush in her cheek. " Voili !" she 
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said "There's my false position. I want to be 
an American girl, and Tm not/' 

"Do you want me to tell you?" I went on. 
"An American girl wouldn't talk as you are 
talking now." 

"Please tell me," said Aurora Church, with 
expressive eagerness. "How would she talk ?" 

" I can't tell you all the things an American girl 
would say, but I think I can tell you the things 
she wouldn't say. She wouldn't reason out her 
conduct, as you seem to me to do." 

Aurora gave me the most flattering attention. 
"I see. She would be simpler. To do very 
simple things that are not at all simple — ^that is 
the American girl !" 

I permitted myself a small explosion of hilarity. 
" I don't know whether you are a French 
girl, or what you are," I said, "but you are very 
witty." 

"Ah, you mean that I strike false notes !" cried 
Aurora Church, sadly. "That's just what I want 
to avoid. I wish you would always tell me." 

The conversational union between Miss Buck 
and her neighbour, in front of us, had evidently not 
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become a close one. The young j lady suddenly 
turned round to us with a question : " Don't you 
want some ice cream ?" 

''She doesn't strike false notes," I murmured. 

There was a kind of pavilion or kiosk, which 
served as a caf(5, and at which the delicacies pro- 
curable at such an establishment were dispensed. 
Miss Buck pointed to the little green tables and 
chairs which were set out on the gravel ; M. 
Pigeonneau, fluttering with a sense of dissipation, 
seconded the proposal, and we presently sat down and 
gave our order to a nimble attendant. I managed 
again to place myself next to Aurora Church ; our 
companions were on the other side of the table. 

My neighbour was delighted with our situation. 
*' This is best of all," she said. " I never believed 
I should come to a caf6 with two strange men ! 
Now, you can't persuade me this isn't wrong." 

" To make it wrong we ought to see your mother 
coming down that path." 

" Ah, my mother makes everything wrong," said 
the young girl, attacking with a little spoon in the 
shape of a spade the apex of a pink ice. And 
then she returned to her idea of a moment before : 



166 THE PENSION BEAUREPAS. 

"You must promise to tell me — to warn me in 
some way — ^whenever I strike a false note. You 
must give a little cough, like that — ahem !" 

" You will keep me very busy, and people wUl 
think I am in a consumption." 

" Voyons*' she continued, " why have you never 
talked to me more ? Is that a false note ? Why 
haven't you been ' attentive ? ' That's what American 
girls c£ill it ; that's what Miss Euck calls it." 

I assured myself that our coinpanions were out 
of ear-shot, and that Miss Buck was much occupied 
with a large vanilla cream. "Because you are 
always entwined with that young lady. There 
is no getting near you." 

Aurora looked at her friend while the latter 
devoted herself to her ice. "You wonder why I 
like her so much, I suppose. So does mamma; 
eUe s'y perd. I don't like her particularly; je 
n'en suis pas folle. But she gives me information ; 
she tells me about America. Mamma has always 
tried to prevent my knowing anything about it, and 
I am all the more curious. And then Miss Buck 
is very fresh." 

" I may not be so fresh as Miss Buck," I said. 
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"but in future, when you want infonnation, I 
recommend you to come to me for it." 

'^ Our friend offers to take me to America ; she 
invites me to go back with her, to stay with her. 
You couldn't do that, could you?" And the young 
girl looked at me a moment. ''B<my a false note I 
I can see it by your face; you remind me of a 
Tnaitre de piano'* 

"You overdo the character — ^the poor American 
girl," I said. "Are you going to stay with that 
delightful family?" 

"I will go and stay with any one that will take 
me or ask me« It's a real nostalgie. She says that 
in New York — ^in Thirty-Seventh Street — I should 
have the most lovely time." 

" I have no doubt you would enjoy it." 

" Absolute liberty to begin with." 

"It seems to me you have a certain liberty 
here," I rejoined. 

" Ah, this f Oh, I shall pay for this. I shall be 
punished by mamma, and I shall be lectured by 
Madame Galopin." 

"The wife of the pasteur?" 

" His digne ipouse, Madame Galopin, for mamma. 
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is the incarnation of European (pinion. That's what 
vexes me with mamma, her thinking so much of 
people like Madame Galopin. Going to see Madame 
Galopin — mamma calls that being in European 
society. European society! I'm so sick of that 
expression; I have heard it since I was six years 
old. Who is Madame Galopin — ^who thinks any- 
thing of her here ? She is nobody; she is perfectly 
third-rate. If I like America better than mamma, 
I also know Europe better." 

"But your mother, certainly," I objected, a 
trifle timidly, for my young lady was excited, and 
had a charming little passion in her eye — "your 
mother has a great many social relations all over 
the continent." 

" She thinks so, but half the people don't care 
for us. They are not so good as we, and they 
know it — I'll do them that justice — and they 
wonder why we should care for them. When we 
are polite to them, they think the less of us ; there 
are plenty of people like that. Mamma thinks so 
much of them simply because they are foreigners. 
If I could teU you all the dull, stupid, second-rate 
people I have had to talk to, for no better reason 
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than that they were & Ufwr pays! — Germans, 
French, Italians, Turks, everything. When I com- 
plain, mamma always says that at any rate it's 
practice in the language. And she makes so much 
of the English, too; I don't know what that's 
practice in." 

Before I had time to suggest an hypothesis, as 
regards this latter point, I saw something that made 
me rise, with a certain solemnity, from my chair. 
This was nothing less than the neat little figure of 
Mrs. Church — a perfect model of the femme comme 
il faut — approaching our table with an impatient 
step, and followed most unexpectedly in her advance 
by the pre-eminent form of Mr. Euck. She had 
evidently come in quest of her daughter, and if she 
had commanded this gentleman's attendance, it had 
been on no softer ground than that of his unenvied 
paternity to her guilty child's accomplice. My 
movement had given the alarm, and Aurora Church 
and M. Pigeonneau got up; Miss Buck alone did 
not, in the local phrase, derange herself. Mrs. 
Church, beneath her modest little bonnet, looked 
very serious, but not at all fluttered; she came 
straight to her daughter, who received her with a 
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smile, and then she looked all round at the rest of 
us, very fixedly and tranquilly, without bowing. I 
must do both these ladies the justice to mention 
that neither of them made the least little " scene." 

" I have come for you, dearest," said the mother. 

" Yes, dear mamma." 

"Come for you — come for you," Mrs. Church 
repeated, looking down at the relics of our little 
feast. " I was obliged to ask Mr. Buck's assistance. 
I was puzzled ; I thought a long time." 

"Well, Mrs. Church, I was glad to see you 
puzzled once in your life!" said Mr. Buck, with 
Mendly jocosity. "But you came pretty straight 
for all that I had hard work to keep up with 
you." 

" We will take a cab, Aurora," Mrs. Church went 
on, without heeding this pleasantry — ** a closed one. 
Come, my daughter." 

" Yes, dear mamma." The young girl was blush- 
uig> yet she was still smiling ; she looked round at 
us all, and, as her eyes met mine, I thought she was 
beautifoL " Good-bye," she said to us. "I have 
had a lovdy time!' 

" We must not linger," said her mother ; " it is 
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five o'clock We axe to dine, you know, with Ma- 
dame Galopin." 

" I had quite forgotten," Aurora declared. " That 
will be charming." 

" Do you want me to assist you to carry her back, 
ma'am ?" asked Mr. Euck. 

Mrs. Church hesitated a moment, with her serene 
little gaze. "Do you prefer, then, to leave your 
daughter to finish the evening with these gentle- 
men ?" 

Mr. Buck pushed back his hat and scratched the 
top of his head. " WeU, I don't know. How would 
you like that, Sophy ?" 

"Well, I never!" exclaimed Sophy, as Mrs. 
Church marched off with her daughter. 



VIII. 

I HAD half expected that Mrs. Church would make 
me feel the weight of her disapproval of my own 
share in that little act of reveliy in the English 
Garden. But she maintained her claim to being a 
highly reasonable woman — I could not but admire 
the justice of this pretension — ^by recognising my 
irresponsibility. I had taken her daughter as I 
found her, which was, according to Mrs. Church's 
view, in a very equivocal position. The natural 
instinct of a young man, in such a situation, is not 
to protest but to profit ; and it was dear to Mrs. 
Church that I had had nothing to do with Miss 
Aurora's appearing in public under the insufficient 
chaperonage of Miss Euck. Besides, she liked to 
converse, and she apparently did me the honour to 
believe that of all the members of the Pension 
Beaurepas I had the most cultivated understanding. 
I found her in the salon a couple of evenings after 
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the incident I have just narrated, and I approached 
her with a view of making my peace with her, if 
this should prove necessary. But Mrs. Church was 
as gracious as I could have desired ; she put her 
marker into her book, and folded her plump little 
hands on the cover. She made no specific aUusion 
to the English Garden ; she embarked, rather, upon 
those general considerations in which her refined 
intellect was so much at home. 

" Always at your studies, Mrs. Church," I ven- 
tured to observe. 

" Que voulez-vous ? To say studies is to say too 
much ; one doesn't study in the parlour of a board- 
ing-housa But I do what I can ; I have always 
done what I can. That is all I have ever claimed." 

" No one can do more, and you seem to have 
done a great deal." 

"Do you know my secret ?" she asked, with an 
air of brightening confidence. And she paused a 
moment before she imparted her secret — " To care 
only for the best ! To do the best, to know the best 
— ^to have, to desire, to recognise, only the best 
That's what I have always done, in my quiet little 
way. I have gone through Europe on my devoted 



174 THE PENSION BEAUREPAS. 

little errand, seeking, seeing, heeding, only the best. 
And it has not been for myself alone ; it has been 
for my daughter. My daughter has had the best 
We are not rich, but I can say that" 

" She has had you, madam," I rejoined finely. 

" Certainly, such as I am, I have been devoted. 
We have got something everywhere ; a little here, a 
little there. That's the real secret — ^to get some- 
thing everywhere; you always can if you are devoted. 
Sometimes it has been a little music, sometimes a 
little deeper insight into the history of art ; every 
little counts you know. Sometimes it has been just 
a glimpse, a view, a lovely landscape, an impression. 
We have always been on the look-out Sometimes 
it has been a valued friendship, a delightful social tie." 

"Here comes the 'European society,' the poor 
daughter's bugbear," I said to myself. *' Certainly," 
I remarked aloud — I admit, rather perversely — " if 
you have lived a great deal in pensions, you must 
have got acquainted with lots of people." 

Mrs. Church dropped her eyes a moment ; and 
then, with considerable gravity, " I think the Euro- 
pean pension system in many respects remarkable, 
and in some satisfactory. But of the Mendships 
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that we have formed, few have been contracted in 
establishments of this kind" 

" I am sorry to hear that !" I said, laughing. 

" I don't say it for you, though I might say it 
for some others. We have been interested in Euro- 
pean homes'' 

« Oh, I see 1" 

" We have the irUree of the old Genevese society. 
I like its tone. I prefer it to that of Mr. Buck," 
added Mrs. Church, calmly ; " to that of Mrs. Buck 
and Miss Buck — of Miss Buck, especially." 

" Ah, the poor Bucks haven't any tone at all," I 
said. '' Don't take them more seriously than they 
take themselves." 

" Tell me this," my companion rejoined, " are they 
fair examples ?" 

« Examples of what ?" 

" Of our American tendencies." 

" * Tendencies ' is a big word, dear lady ; tenden- 
cies are difficult to calculate. And you shouldn't 
abuse those good Bucks, who have been very kind 
to your daughter. They have invited her to go and 
stay with them in Thirty-Seventh Street." 

" Aurora has told me. It might be very serious." 
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" It might be very droll," I said. 

" To me," declared Mrs. Clmrch, " it is simply 
terrible. I think we shall have to leave the Pension 
Beaurepas. I shall go back to Madame Chamousset." 

" On account of the Bucks ?" I asked. 

" Pray, why don't they go themselves ? I have 
given them some excellent addresses — ^written down 
the very hours of the trains. They were going to 
Appenzell ; I thought it was arranged." 

" They talk of Chamouni now," I said ; " but they 
are very helpless and imdecided." 

''I will give them some Cheonouni addresses. 
Mrs. Buck will send a chaise it porteurs; I will give 
her the name of a man who lets them lower than 
you get them at the hotels. After that they mud 

go- 

"Well, I doubt," I observed, "whether Mr. 

Buck will ever really be seen on the Mer de Glace 

— in a high hat. He's not like you ; he doesn't 

value his European privileges. He takes njo in* 

terest He regrets Wall Street, acutely. As his 

wife says, he is very restless, but he has no curiosity 

about Chamouni So you must not depend too 

much on the effect of your addresses." 
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"Is it a frequent type?" asked Mrs. Church, 
with an air of self-controL 

" I am a&aid so. Mr. Buck is a broken-down 
man of business. He is broken-down in health, 
and I suspect he is broken down in fortune. He 
has spent his whole life in buying and selling ; he 
knows how to do nothing else. His wife and 
daughter have spent their lives, not in seUing, but 
in buying ; and they, on their side, know how to 
do nothing else. To get something in a shop that 
they can put on their backs — that is their one idea ; 
they haven't another in their heads. Of course they 
spend no end of money, and they do it with an 
implacable persistence, with a mixture of audacity 
and of cunning. They do it in his teeth and they 
do it behind his back; the mother protects the 
daughter, and the daughter eggs on the mother. 
Between them they are bleeding him to death." 

"Ah, what a picture!" murmured Mrs. Church. 
" I am afraid they are very — ^uncultivated." 

« I share your fears. They are perfectly ignor- 
ant; they have no resources. The vision of fine 
clothes occupies their whole imagination. They 
have not an idea-— even a worse one — ^to compete 
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with it. Poor Mr. Buck^ who is extremely good- 
natured and soft, seems to me a really tragic figura 
He is getting bad news every day from home; his 
business is going to the dogs. He is unable to 
stop it ; he has to stand and watch his fortunes ebb. 
He has been used to doing things in a big way, 
and he feels ' mean ' if he makes a fuss about bills. 
So the ladies keep sending them in." 

" But haven't they common sense ? Don't they 
know they are ruining themselves ? " 

" They don't believe it . The duty of an Ameri- 
can husband and father is to keep them going. If 
he asks them how, that's his own affair. So, by 
way of not being mean, of being a good American 
husband and father, poor Buck stands staring at 
bankruptcy." 

Mrs. Church looked at me a moment, in 
quickened meditation. " Why, if Aurora were to 
go to stay with them, she might not even be properly 
fed !" 

"I don't, on the whole, recommend," I said, 
laughing, " that your daughter should pay a visit to 
Thirty-Seventh Street" 

" Why should I be subjected to such trials — so 
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sadly iprouvSef Why should a daughter of mine 
like that dreadful girl ?" 

" Does she like her ?" 

"Pray, do you mean," asked my companion, 
softly, " that Aurora is a hypocrite ?/' 

I hesitated a moment " A little, since you ask 
me. I think you have forced her to be." 

Mrs. Church answered this possibly presumptu- 
ous charge with a tranquil^ candid exultation. *' I 
never force my daughter !" 

''She is nevertheless in a false position," I 
rejoined. " She hungers and thirsts to go back to 
her own country ; she wants to ' come ' out in New 
York, which is certainly. sociaUy speaking, the El 
Dorado of young ladies. She likes any one, for the 
moment, who will talk to her of that, and serve as 
a connecting-link with her native shores. Miss 
Euck performs this agreeable office." 

" Your idea is, then, that if she were to go with 
Miss Euck to America she would drop her after- 
wards." 

I complimented Mrs. Church upon her logical 
mind, but I repudiated this cynical supposition. 
" I can't imagine her — when it should come to the 
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point — embarking with the famine Buck. But I 
wish she might go, nevertheless." 

Mrs. Church shook her head serenely, and 
smiled at my inappropriate zeaL " I trust my poor 
child may never be guilty of so fatal a mistake. 
She is completely in error ; she is wholly unadapted 
to the peculiar conditions of American life. It 
would not please her. She would not sympathise. 
My daughter's ideal is not the ideal of the class of 
young women to which Miss Buck belongs. I fear 
they are very numerous ; they give the tone — they 
give the tone." 

" It is you that are mistaken," I said ; " go home 
for six months and see." 

" I have not, unfortunately, the means to make 
costly experiments. My daughter has had great 
advantages — ^rare advantages — and I should be very 
sorry to believe that au fcmd she does not appreci- 
ate them. One thing is certain: I must remove 
her from this pernicious influence. We must part 
company with this deplorable family. If Mr. Buck 
and his ladies cannot be induced to go to Chamouni 
journey that no traveller with the smallest self- 
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respect would omit — my daughter and I shall be 
obliged to retire. We shall go to Dresden." 

"To Dresden?" 

" The capital of Saxony. I had arranged to go 
there for the autumn, but it will be simpler to go 
immediately. There are several works in the 
gaUery with which my daughter has not, I think, 
sufficiently familiarised herseK; it is especially 
strong in tjie seventeenth century schools." 

As my companion offered me this information I 
perceived Mr. Euck come Ipujiging in, with his 
hands in his pockets, and his elbows making acute 
angles. He had his usual anomalous appearance of 
both seeking and avoiding society, and he wandered 
obliquely toward Mrs. Church, whose last words he 
had overheard. " The seventeenth century schools," 
he said, slowly, as if he were weighing some very 
small object in a very large pair of scales. " Now, 
do you suppose they had schools at that period ?" 

Mrs. Church rose with a good deal of precision, 
making no answer to this incongruous jest. She 
clasped her large volume to her neat little bosom, 
and she fixed a gentle, serious eye upon Mr. 
Buck. 
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''I had a letter this moming from Chamomii/' 
she said 

" Well/' replied Mr. Euck^ " I suppose you've got 
fnends all over." 

''I have friends at Chamouni, but they are 
leaving. To their great regret" I had got up, 
too ; I listened to this statement, and I wondered. 
I am almost ashamed to mention the subject of my 
agitation. I asked myself whether this was a sud- 
den improvisation, consecrated by maternal devotion; 
but this point has never been elucidated. " They 
are giving up some charming rooms ; perhaps you 
would like them. I would suggest your telegraph- 
ing. The weather is glorious," continued Mrs. 
Church, " and the highest peaks are now perceived 
with extraordinary distinctness." 

Mr. Buck listened, as he always listened, respect- 
fully. " Well," he said, " I don't know as I want 
to go up Mount Blank. That's the principal attrac- 
tion, isn't it ?" 

''There are many others. I thought I would 
offer you an — ^an exceptional opportunity." 

" Well," said Mr. Buck, " you're right down 
friendly. But I seem to have more opportunities 
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than I know what to do witL I don't seem able 
to take hold" 

" It only needs a little decision/' remarked Mrs. 
Church, with an air which waa an admirable ex- 
ample of this virtua " I wish you good-night, sir." 
And she moved noiselessly away. 

Mr. Buck, with his long legs apart, stood staring 
after her; then he transferred his perfectly quiet 
eyes to ma " Does she own a hotel over there V 
he asked. ''Has she got any stock in Moimt 
Blank V 



IX. 

The next day Madame Beaurepas handed me, with 
her own elderly fingers, a missive, which proved to 
be a telegram. After glancing at it, I informed her 
that it was apparently a signal for my departure ; 
my brother had arrived in England, and proposed 
to me to meet him there ; he had come on business 
and was to spend but three weeks in Europe. " But 
my house empties itseK!" cried the old woman. 
'' The famille Buck talks of leaving me, and Madame 
Church novs fait la rivirence*' 

"Mrs. Church is going away?" 

" She is packing her trunk ; she is a very extra- 
ordinary person. Do you know what she asked me 
this morning ? To invent some combination by which 
the famille Buck should move away. I informed 
her that I was not an inventor. That poor famille 
Buck! 'Oblige me by getting rid of them,' said 
Madame Church, as she would have asked C^lestine to 
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* 

remove a dish of cabbage. She speaks as if the world 
were made for Madame Church. I intimated to her 
that if she objected to the company there was a very 
simple remedy; and at present eUefait ses paqvsts.'* 

"She really asked you to get the Eucks out of 
the house ? " 

" She asked me to tell them that their rooms had 
been let, three months ago, to another family. She 
has an aplomb /" 

Mrs. Church's aplomb caused me considerable 
diversion; I am not sure that it was not, in some 
degree, to laugh over it at my leisure that I went out 
into the garden that evening to smoke a cigar. The 
night was dark and not particularly balmy, and most 
of my fellow-pensioners, after dinner, had remained 
in-doors. A long straight walk conducted from the 
door of the house to the ancient grille that I have 
described, and I stood here for some time, looking 
through the iron bars at the silent empty street. 
The prospect was not entertaining, and I presently 
turned away. At this moment I saw, in the distance, 
the door of the house open and throw a shaft of 
lamplight into the darkness. Into the lamplight 
there stepped the figure of a female, who presently 
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dosed the door behind her. She disappeared in the 
dusk of the garden, and I had seen her but for an 
instant, but I remained under the impression that 
Aurora Church, on the eve of her departure, had com6 
out for a meditative stroll. 

I lingered near the gate, keeping the red tip of 
my cigar turned toward the house, and before long a 
young lady emerged from among the shadows of the 
trees and encountered the light of a lamp that stood 
just outside the gate. It was in fact Aurora Church, 
but she seemed more bent upon conversation than 
upon meditation. She stood a moment looking at 
me, and then she said, — 

" Ought I to retire — to return to the house ?" 

" If you ought, I should be very sorry to tell you 
so," I answered. 

" But we are all alone ; there is no one else in the 
garden." 

*' It is not the first time that I have been alone 
with a young lady. I am not at all terrified." 

"Ah, but I?" said the young girl. "I have 
never been alone" — then, quickly, she interrupted 
herself. " Good, there's another false note !" 

"Yes, I am obliged to admit that one is very false." 
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She stood looking at me. " I am going away to- 
morrow ; after that there will be no one to tell me." 

"That will matter little," I presently replied. 
" Telling you will do no good " 

" Ah, why do you say that ?'* murmured Aurora 
Church. 

I said it partly because it was true ; but I said 
it for other reasons, as well, which it was hard to 
define. Standing there bare-headed, in the night 
air, in the vague light, this young lady looked 
extremely interesting ; and the interest of her ap- 
pearance was not diminished by a suspicion on my 
own part that she had come into the garden knowing 
me to be there. I thought her a charming girl, 
and I felt very sorry for her ; but as I looked at her, 
the terms in which Madame Beaurepas had ventured 
to characterise her recurred to me with a certain 
force. I had professed a contempt for them at the 
time, but it now came into my head that perhaps 
this unfortunately situated, this insidiously mutinous, 
young creature was looking out for a preserver. 
She was certainly not a girl to throw herself at a 
man's head, but it was possible that in her intense 
— ^her almost morbid — desire to put into effect an 
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ideal which was perhaps after all charged with as 
many fallacies as her mother affirmed, she might do 
something reckless and irregular — something in 
which a sympathetic compatriot, as yet imknown, 
would find his profit. The image, unshaped though 
it was, of this sympathetic compatriot filled me 
with a sort of envy. For some moments I was 
silent, conscious of these things, and then I answered 
her question. " Because some things — some differ- 
ences — are felt, not learned. To you liberty is not 
natural ; you are like a person who has bought a 
repeater, and, in his satisfaction, is constantly making 
it sound. To a real American girl her liberty is a 
very vulgarly-ticking old clock." 

" Ah, you mean, then," said the poor girl, " that 
my mother has ruined me ?" 

" Euined you ?" 

" She has so perverted my mind that when I try 
to be natural I am necessarily immodest" 

'' That again is a false note," I said, laughing. 

She turned away. " I think you are cruel." 

" By no means," I declared ; " because, for my 
own taste, I prefer you as — as " 

I hesitated, and she turned back. "As what?" 
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"As you are." 

She looked at me a while again^ and then she 
said, in a Utile reasoning voice that reminded me of 
her mother's, only that it was conscious and studied, 
" I was not aware that I am under any particular 
obligation to please you!" And then she gave a 
dear laugh, quite at variance with her voice. 

" Oh, there is no obligation," I said, " but one 
has preferences. I am very sorry you are going 
away." 

" What does it matter to you ? You are going 
yourself." 

"As I am going in a diflferent direction, that 
makes all the greater separation." 

She answered nothing ; she stood looking through 
the bars of the tall gate at the empty, dusky street. 
" This grille is like a cage," she said at last. 

" Fortunately, it is a cage that will open." And 
I laid my hand on the lock. 

" Don't open it," and she pressed the gate back. 
*' If you should open it I would go out — and never 
return." 

'* Where should you go ?" 

" To America." 
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"Straightaway?'' 

" Somehow or other. I would go to the American 
consul I would beg him to give me money — ^to 
help me." 

I received this assertion without a smile ; I was 
not in a smiling humour. On the contrary. I felt 
singularly excited, and I kept my hand on the lock 
of the gate. I believed (or I thought I believed) 
what my companion said, and I had — absurd as it 
may appear — ^an irritated vision of her throwing 
herself upon consular sympathy. It seemed to me, 
for a moment, that to pass out of that gate with this 
yearning, straining young creature would be to pass 
into some mysterious felicity. If I were only a hero 
of romance, I would offer, myself, to take her to 
America. 

In a moment more, perhaps, I should have per- 
suaded myself that I was one, but at this juncture I 
heard a sound that was not romantic. It proved to 
be the very realistic tread of Cflestine, the cook, 
who stood grinning at us as we turned about from 
our colloquy. 

" I ask Urn pardon" said C^lestine. " The mother 
of mademoiselle desires that mademoiselle should 
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come in immediately. M. le Pasteur Galopin has 
come to make his adieux to ces dames** 

Aurora gave me only one glance^ but it was 
a touching one. Then she slowly departed with 
Cdlestine. 

The next mornings on coming into the garden, 
I found that Mrs. Church and her daughter had 
departed. I was informed of this fact by old M. 
Pigeonneau, who sat there under a tree, having his 
coffee at a Uttle green tabla 

" I have nothing to envy you," he said ; " I had 
the last glimpse of that charming Miss Aurora." 

" I had a very late glimpse," I answered, " and it 
was all I could possibly desire." 

" I have always noticed," rejoined M. Pigeonneau, 
" that your desires are more moderate than mine. 
Que voulez-vous? I am of the old school Je 
crois que la race se perd. I regret the departure 
of that young girl : she had an enchanting smile. 
Ce sera une femme d'esprit. For the mother, I can 
console myself. I am not sure that she was a 
femme d'esprit, though she wished to pass for ona 
Bound, rosy, poteUe, she yet had not the tempera- 
ment of her appearance ; she was a femme atcsUre. 
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I have often noticed that contradiction in American 
ladies. You see a plump little woman, with a 
speaking eye and the contour and complexion of a 
ripe peach, and if you venture to conduct yourself 
in the smallest degree in accordance with these 
indices, you discover a species of Methodist — of 
what do you call it ? — of Quakeress. On the other 
hand, you encounter a tall, lean, angular person, 
without colour, without grace, all elbows and knees, 
and you find it's a nature of the tropics ! The 
women of duty look like coquettes, and the others 
look like alpenstocks ! However, we have still the 
handsome Madame Euck — a real femnu de Biibens, 
celle-Ub, It is very true that to talk to her one 
must know the Flemish tongue !" 

I had determined, in accordance with my 
brother's telegram, to go away in the afternoon ; 
so that, having various duties to perform, I left 
M. Pigeonneau to his international comparisons. 
Among other things, I went in the course of the 
morning to the banker's, to draw money for my 
journey, and there I found Mr. Euck, with a pile of 
crumpled letters in his lap, his chair tipped back and 
his eyes gloomily fixed on the fringe of the green 
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plush table-cloth. I timidly expressed the hope that 
he had got better news from home ; whereupon he 
gave me a look in which, considering his provocation, 
the absence of irritation was conspicuous. 

He took up his letters in his large hand, and 
crushing them together held it out to me. '' That 
epistolary matter," he said, "is worth about five 
cents. But I guess," he added, rising, "I have 
taken it in by this time." When I had drawn my 
money, I asked him to come and breakfast with me 
at the little brasserie, much favoured by students, 
to which I used to resort in the old town. "I 
couldn't eat, sir," he said, "I couldn't eat. Bad 
news takes away the appetite. But I guess Til go 
with you, so that I needn^t go to table down there 
at the pension. The old woman down there is 
always accusing me of turning up my nose at her 
food. WeU, I guess I shan't turn up my nose at 
anything now." 

We went to the little brasserie, where poor Mr. 
Suck made the lightest possible breakfast. But if 
he ate very little, he talked a great deal ; he talked 
about business, going into a hundred details in which 
I was quite unable to follow him. His talk was 
VOL. n. 
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not angry nor bitter; it was a long, meditative, 
melancholy monologue ; if it had been a trifle less 
incoherent I should ahnost have called it philosophic. 
I was very sorry for him ; I wanted to do some- 
thing for him, but the only thing I could do was, 
when we had breaMasted, to see him safely back to 
the Pension Beaurepas. We went across the Treille 
and dowa the Corraterie, out of which we turned 
into the Bue du Ehdne. In this latter street, as all 
the world knows, are many of those brilliant 
jewellers' shops for which Geneva is famous. I 
always admired their gUttering windows, and never 
passed them without a lingering glance. Even on 
this occasion, preoccupied as I was with my im- 
pending departure and with my companion's troubles. 
I suffered my eyes to wander along the precious 
tiers that flashed and twinkled behind the huge, 
clear plates of glass. Thanks to this inveterate 
habit, I made a discovery. In the largest and most 
brilliant of these establishments I perceived two 
ladies, seated before the counter with an air of ab- 
sorption which sufficiently proclaimed their identity. 
I hoped my companion would not see them, but as 
we came abreast of the door, a little beyond, we 
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found it open to the warm summer air. Mr. Buck 
happened to glance in, and he immediately recog- 
nised his wife and daughter. He slowly stopped, 
looking at them; I wondered what he would do. 
The salesman was holding up a bracelet before 

< 

them, on its velvet cushion, and flashing it about in 
an irresistible manner. 

Mr. Euck said nothing, but he presently went 
in, and I did the same. 

"It will be an opportunity," I remarked, as 
cheerfully as possible, " for me to bid good-bye to 
the ladies." 

They turned round when Mr. Euck came in, and 
looked at him without confusion. " Well, you had 
better go home to breakfast," remarked his wife. 
Miss Sophy made no remark, but she took the brace- 
let from the attendant and gazed at it very fixedly. 
Mr. Euck seated himself on an empty stool and 
looked round the shop, 

"Well, you have been here before," said his 
wife ; " you wdire here the first day we came." 

Miss Euck extended the precious object in her 
hands towards me. " Don't you think that sweet ?" 
she inquired. 
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I looked at it a moment " No, I think it's ugly." 

She glanced at me a moment, incredulous. " Well, 
I don't believe you have any taste." 

" Why, sir, it's just lovely," said Mrs. Euck. 

" You'll see it some day on me, any way," her 
daughter declared. 

" No, he won't," said Mr. Euck quietly. 

"It will be his own fault, then," Miss Sophy 
observed. 

" Well, if we are going to Ghamoimi we want to 
get something here," said Mrs. Euck. " We may 
not have another chance." 

Mr. Euck was stUl looking round the shop, 
whistling in a very low tone. " We ain't going to 
Chamouni. We are going to New York city, 
straight." 

" Well, I'm glad to hear that," said Mrs. Euck. 
"Don't you suppose we want to take something 
home ?" 

" If we are going straight back I must have that 
bracelet," her daughter declared. "Only I don't 
want a velvet case ; I want a satin case." 

" I must bid you good-bye," I said to the ladies. 
" I am leaving (Jeneva in an hour or two." 
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"Take a good look at that bracelet, so you'U 
know it when you see it," said Miss Sophy. 

" She's bound to have something," remarked her 
mother, almost proudly. 

Mr. Buck was stiU vaguely inspecting the shop ; 
he was still whistling a little. '' I am afraid he is 
not at all well," I said, softly, to his wife. 

She twisted her head a little, and glanced at him. 

" Well, I wish he'd improve !" she exclaimed. 

"A satin case, and a nice one !" said Miss Buck 
to the shopman. 

I bade Mr. Buck good-bye. " Don't wait for me," 
he said, sitting there on his stool, and not meeting 
Day eye. " I've got to see this thing through." 

I went back to the Pension Beaurepas, and when, 
an hour later, I left it with my luggage, the family 
had not returned. 
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I 

From Miss Miranda Hope, m Paris, to Mrs. Abraham 

C. Hope, at Bangor y Maine, 

September hih, 1879. 

My Dear Mother — 

I HAVE kept you posted as far as Tuesday week last, 
and, although my letter wiU not have reached you 
yet, I wiU begin another, before my news accumu- 
lates too much. I am glad you show my letters 
round in the family, for I like them aU to know 
what I am doing, and I can*t write to every one, 
though I try to answer all reasonable expectations. 
But there are a great many unreasonable ones, as I 
suppose you know — ^not yours, dear mother, for I 
am bound to say that you never required of me 
more than was natural. You see you are reaping 
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yoTur reward : I write to you before I write to any 
one else. 

There is one thing, I hope — ^that you don't show 
any of my letters to William Piatt. K he wants 
to see any of my letters, he knows the right way 
to go to work. I wouldn't have him see one of 
these letters, written for circulation in the family, 
for anything in the world. K he wants one for 
himself, he has got to write to me first. Let him 
write to me first, and then I will see about answer- 
ing him. You can show him this if you like ; but 
if you show him anything more, I will never write 
to you again. 

I told you in my last about my farewell to 
England, my crossing the channel, and my first 
impressions of Paris. I have thought a great deal 
about that lovely England since I left it, and all 
the famous historic scenes I visited ; but I have come 
to the conclusion that it is not a country in which I 
should care to reside. The position of woman does 
not seem to me at all satisfactory, and that is a point, 
you know, on which I feel very strongly. It seems 
to me that in England they play a very faded-out 
part, and those with whom I conversed had a kind 
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of depressed and humiliated tone; a little dull, 
tame look, as if they were used to being snubbed 
and bullied, which made me want to give them a 
good shaking. There are a great many people — and 
a great many things, too — over here that I should 
like to perform that operation upon. I should like 
to shake the starch out of some of them, and the 
dust out of the others. I know fifty girls in Bangor 
that come much more up to my notion of the stand 
a truly noble woman should take, than those young 
ladies in England. But they had a most lovely way 
of speaking (in England), and the men are remark' 
ably handsome. (You can show this to William Piatt, 
if you like.) 

I gave you my first impressions of Paris, which 
quite came up to my expectations, much as I had 
heard and read about it The objects of interest are 
extremely numerous, and the climate is remarkably 
cheerful and sunny. I should say the position of 
woman here was considerably higher, though by no 
means coming up to the American standard. The 
manners of the people are in some respects ex- 
tremely peculiar, and I feel at last that I am indeed 
isi foreign 'parts. It is, however, a truly elegant city 
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(very superior to New York), and I have spent a 
great deal of time in visiting the various monuments 
and palaces. I won't give you an account of all my 
wanderings, though I have been most indefatigable ; 
for I am keeping, as I told you before, a most ex- 
havstive journal, which I will allow you the privilege 
of reading on my return to Bangor. I am getting 
on remarkably well, and I must say I am sometimes 
surprised at my universal good fortune. It only 
shows what a little energy and common-sense will 
accomplish. I have discovered none of these objec- 
tions to a yoimg lady travelling in Europe by her- 
self, of which we heard so much before I left, and I 
don't expect I ever shall, for I certainly don't mean 
to look for them. I know what I want and I always 
manage to get it. 

I have received a great deal of politeness — some 
of it really most pressing, and I have experienced no 
drawbacks whatever. I have made a great many 
pleasant acquaintances in travelling round (both 
ladies and gentlemen), and had a great many most 
interesting talks. I have collected a great deal of 
information, for which I refer you to my journal I 
assure you my journal is going to be a splendid 
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thing. ' I do just exactly as I do in Bangor, and 
I find I do perfectly right ; and at any rate, I don't 
care if I don't. I didn't come to Europe to lead a 
merely conventional life ; I could do tljiat at Bangor. 
You know I never wovM do it at Bangor, so it isn't 
likely I am going to make myself miserable over here. 
So long as I accomplish what I desire, and make my 
money hold out, I shall regard the thing aa a sue- 
cess. Sometimes I feel rather lonely, especiaUy in 
the evening ; but I generally manage to interest my- 
self in something or in some one. In the evening I 
usually read up about the objects of interest I have 
visited during the day, or I post up my journal. 
Sometimes I go to the theatre ; or else I play the 
piano in the public parlour. The public parlour at 
the hotel isn't much ; but the piano is better than 
that fearfiil old thing at the Sebago House. Some- 
times I go downstairs and talk to the lady who keeps 
the books — a French lady, who is remarkably polite. 
She is very pretty, and always wears a black dress, 
with the most beautiful fit; she speaks a little 
English ; she tells me she had to learn it in order 
to converse with the Americans who come in such 
numbers to this hotel. She has given me a great 
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deal of information about the position of woman in 
France, and much of it is very encouraging. But 
she has told me at the same time some thiags that I 
should not like to write to you (I am hesitating even 
about putting them into my journal), especially if 
my letters are to be handed round in the femily. I 
assure you they appear to talk about things here 
that we never think of mentioning at Bangor, or even 
of thinking about. She seems to think she can tell 
me everything, because I told her I was travelling 
for general culture. Well, I do want to know so 
much that it seems sometimes as if I wanted to know 
everything ; and yet there are some things that I 
think I don't want to know. But, as a general thing, 
everything is intensely interesting; I don't mean 
only everything that this French lady tells me, but 
everything I see and hear for myself. I feel reaUy 
as if I should gain all I desire. 

I meet a great many Americans, who, as a general 
thing, I must say, are not as polite to me as the 
people over here. The people over here — especially 
the gentlemen — are much more what I should call 
cUteniive. I don't know whether Americans are more 
sincere ; I haven't yet made up my mind about that. 
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The ovlj drawback I experience is when Americans 
sometimes express surprise that I should be travel- 
ling round alone ; so you see it doesn't come from 
Europeans. I always have my answer ready : " For 
general culture, to acquire the languages, and to see 
Europe for myself;" and that generally seems to 
satisfy them. Dear mother, my money holds out 
very well, and it is real interesting. 



IL 

From the Same to the Same. 

Sefeembbb 16th. 

Since I last wrote to you I have left that hotel, and 
come to live in a French fieimily. It's a kind of 
boarding-house combined with a kind of school; 
only it's not like an American boarding-house, nor 
like an American school either. There are four or five 
people here that have come to learn the language — 
not to take lessons, but to have an opportunity for 
conversation. I was very glad to come to such a 
place, for I had begun to realise that I was not 
making much progress with the FrencL It seemed 
to me that I should feel ashamed to have spent two 
months in Paris, and not to have acquired more 
insight into the language. I had always heard so 
much of French conversation, and I found I was 
having no more opportunity to practise it than if I 
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had remained at Bangor. In fact, I used to hear a 
great deal more at Bangor, from those French Cana- 
dians that came down to cut the ice, than I saw I 
should ever hear at that hotel The lady that kept 
the books seemed to want so much to talk to me 
in English (for the sake of practice, too, I suppose), 
that I couldn't bear to let her know I didn't like it. 
The chambermaid was Irish, and all the waiters were 
Grerman, so that I never heard a word of French 
spoken. I suppose you might hear a great deal in 
the shops ; only, as I don't buy anything — I prefer 
to spend my money for purposes of culture — I don't 
have that advantage. 

I have been thinking some of taking a teacher, 
but I am well acquainted with the grammar already, 
and teachers always keep you bothering over the 
verbs, I was a good deal troubled, for I felt as if I 
didn't want to go away without having, at least, got 
a general idea of French conversation. The theatre 
gives you a good deal of insight, and, as I told you 
in my last, I go a good deal to places of amusement. 
I find no difficulty whatever in going to such places 
alone, and am always treated with the politeness 
which, as I told you before, I encoimter everywhere. 
VOL, n. p 
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I see plenty of other ladies alone (mostly French), 
and they geneiaUy seem to be enjoying themselves 
as much as I. But, at the theatre, every one talks 
80 fast that I can scarcely make out what they say; 
and, besides, there are a great many vulgar expres- 
sions which it is unnecessary to learn. But it was 
the theatre, nevertheless, that put me on the track 
The very next day after I wrote to you last, I went 
to the Palais Boyal, which is one of the principal 
theatres in Paris. It is very small, but it is very 
celebrated, and in my guide-book it is marked with 
tvfo stars, which is a sign of importance attached 
only to first-doss objects of interest. But after I 
had been there half an hour I found I couldn't 
understand a sin^e word of the play, they gabbled 
it off so fast, and they made use of such peculiar 
expressions. I felt a good deal disappointed and 
troubled — I was afraid I shouldn't gain all I had 
come for. But while I was thinking it over — 
thinking what I shovid do — I heard two gentle- 
men taUdng behind me. It was between the acts, 
and I couldn't help listening to what they said. 
They were talking English, but I guess they were 
Americans. 



A BtTNDLE OF LETTEES. fill 

"Well" said one of them, "it all dependd on 
what you are after. I'm after French; tha^t's what 
Tm after," 

"Well," said the other, "I'm after Art." 

'* Well," said the firist, " I'm after Art too ; but 
I'm after French most." 

Then, dear mother, I am sorry to say the second 
one swore a little. He said, " Oh, damn French ! " 

" No, I won't damn French,'* said his friend. 
*' I'll acquire it — ^that's what I'll do with it I'll go 
right into a family." 

" What famflyll you go into? " . 

" Into some French family. That's the only way 
to do — ^to go to some place where you can talk If 
you're after Art, you want to stick to the galleries ; 
you want to go right through the Louvre, room by 
room ; you want to take a room a day, or something 
of that sort. But> if you want to acquire French, the 
thing is to look out for a family. There are lots of 
French families here that take you to board and teach 
you. My second cousin — ^that young lady I told you 
about — she got in with a. crowd like that, and they 
booked her right up in three months. . They just took 
her right in and they talked to her. That's what 
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they do to you ; they set you right down and they 
talk at you. You've got to understand them ; you 
can't help yourself. That fanuly my cousin was 
with has moved away somewhere, or I should try 
and get in with them. They were very smart 
people, that family ; after she left, my cousin corres- 
ponded with them in French. But I mean to find 
some other crowd, if it takes a lot of trouble ! " 

I listened to all this with great interest, and 
when he spoke about his cousin I was on the point 
of turning around to ask him the address of the 
family that she was with ; but the next moment he 
said they had moved away; so I sat stilL The 
other gentleman, however, didn't seem to be affected 
in the same way as I was. 

*' Well," he said, " you may follow up that if you 
like ; I mean to follow up the pictures. I don't 
believe there is ever going to be any considerable 
demand in the United States for French ; but I can 
promise you that in about ten years there'll be a big 
demand for Art ! And it won't be temporary either.*' 

That remark may be very true, but I don't care 
anything about the demand ; I want to know French 
for its own sake. I don't want to think I have 
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been aU this while without having gained an insight 
. . • . The very next day, I asked the lady who kept 
the books at the hotel whether she knew of any 
family that conld take me to board and give me the 
benefit of their conversation. She instantly threw 
up her hands, with several little shrill cries (in their 
French way, you know), and told me that her dearest 
friend kept a regular place of that kind. If she had 
known I was looking out for such a place she would 
have told me before ; she had not spoken of it her- 
self, because she didn't wish to injure the hotel by 
being the cause of my going way. She told me 
this was a charming family, who had often received 
American ladies (and others as well) who wished to 
follow up the language, and she was sure I should 
be delighted with them. So she gave me their 
address, and offered to go with me to introduce me. 
But I was in such a hurry that I went off by my- 
self, and I had no trouble in finding these good 
peopla They were delighted to receive me, and I 
was veiy much pleased with what I saw of them. 
They seemed to have plenty of conversation, and 
there will be no trouble about that. 

I came here to stay about three days ago, and 
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by this time I have seen a great deal of them. The 
price of board struck me as xather high ; but I must 
remember that a quantity of conversation is thrown 
in. I have a very pretty Kttle room — ^without any 
carpet, but with seven mirrors, two clocks, and five 
curtains. I was rather disappointed after I arrived 
to find that there are several other Americans here 
for the same purpose as myself. At least there are 
three Americans and two English people ; and also 
a German gentleman. I am afraid, therefore, our 
conversation will be rather mixed, but I have not 
yet time to judge. I try to talk with Madame de 
Maisonrouge all I can (she is the lady of the house, 
and the real family consists only of herself and her 
two daughters). They are all most elegant, interest- 
ing women, and I am sure we shall become intimate 
friends. I wiU write you more about them in my 
next Tell William Piatt I don't care what he does. 



in. ' 

From Miss Violet Eay, m Paris, to Miss Agnes 

EiCH, m New York, 

September 2l8t 

We had hardly got here when father received a 
telegram saying he would have to come right back 
to New York. It was for something about his 
business — I don't know exactly what ; you know I 
never understand those things, never want to. We 
had just got settled at the hotel, in some charming 
rooms, and mother and I, as you may imagine, were 
greatly annoyed. Father is extremely fussy, as you 
know, and his first idea, as soon as he found he 
should have to go back, was that we should go back 
with him. He declared he would never leave us in 
Paris alone, and that we must return and come out 
again. I don't know what he thought would happen 
to us; I suppose he thought we should be too 
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extravagant It/s &ther's theory that we are always 
running up bills, whereas a little observation would 
show him that we wear the same old rags for 
MONTHS. But father has no observation; he has 
nothing but theories. Mother and I, however, have, 
fortunately, a great deal oi practice, and we succeeded 
in making him understand that we wouldn't budge 
from Paris, and that we would rather be chopped 
into small pieces than cross that dreadful ocean 
again. So, at last, he decided to go back alone, 
and to leave us here for three months* But, to 
show you how fussy he is, he refused to let us stay 
at the hotel, and insisted that we should go into a 
family. I don't know what put such an idea into 
his head, imless it was some advertisement that he 
saw in one of the American papers that are published 
here. 

There are families here who receive American 
and English people to live with them, under the 
pretence of teaching them French. You may imagine 
what people they are — I mean the families them- 
selves. But the Americans who choose this peculiar 
manner of seeing Paris must be actually just as bad. 
Mother and I were horrified, and declared that nfiain 
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force should not remove us from the hoteL But 
father has a way of aniving at his ends which is 
more efl&cient than violence. He worries and fusses ; 
he " nags," as we used to say at school ; and, when 
mother and I are quite worn out, his triumph is 
assured. Mother is usually worn out more easily 
than 1, and she ends by siding with father ; so that, 
at last, when they combine their forces against poor 
little me, I have to succumb* You should have 
heard the way father went on about this " family " 
plan ; he talked to every one he saw about it ; he 
used to go round to the banker's and talk to the 
people there — ^the people in the post-oflfice ; he used 
to try and exchange ideas about it with the waiters 
at the hoteL He said it would be more safe, more 
respectable, more economical ; that I should perfect 
my French ; that mother would learn how a French 
household is conducted; that he should feel more 
easy, and five hundred reasons more. They were 
none of them good, but that made no difference. 
It's all humbug, his talking about economy, when 
every one knows that business in America has com- 
pletely recovered, that the prostration is all over, 
and that immense fortunes are being made* We 
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have been economising for the last five yeais, and I 
supposed we came abroad to reap the benefits of it 

As for my French, it is quite as perfect as I 
want it to be. (I assure you I am often surprised 
at my own fluency, and, when I get a little more 
practice in the genders and the idioms, I shall do 
very well in this respect) To make a long story 
short, however, father carried his point, as usual; 
mother basely deserted me at the last moment, and, 
after holding out alone for three days, I told them 
to dp with me what they pleased ! Father lost three 
steamers in succession by remaining in Paris to 
ai^e with me. You know he is like the school- 
master in Goldsmith's "Deserted Village" — ^"e'en 
though vanquished, he would argue stilL" He and 
mother went to look at some seventeen families 
(they had got the addresses somewhere), while I 
retired to my sofa, and would have nothing to do 
with it. At last they made arrangements, and I 
was transported to the establishment from which I 
now write you. I write you fix)m the bosom of a 
Parisian manage — ^from the depths of a second-rate 
boarding-house. 

Father only left Paris after he had seen us what 
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he calls comfortably settled heie, and had informed 
Madame de Maisomonge (the mistress of the estab- 
lishment — ^the head of the '' family ") that he wished 
my French pronunciation especially attended to. 
The pronunciation, as it happens, is just what I am 
most at home in ; if he had said my genders or my 
idioms there would have been some sense. But 
poor father has no tact, and this defect is especially 
marked since he has been in Europe. He will be 
absent, however, for three months, and mother and 
I shall breathe more freely ; the situation will be 
less intense. I must confess that we breathe more 
freely than I expected, in this place, where we have 
him for about a week. I was sure, before we came, 
that it would prove to be an establishment of the 
loioest description ; but I must say that, in this re- 
spect, I am agreeably disappointed. The French are 
so clever that they know even how to manage a 
place of this kind. Of course it is very disagreeable 
to live with strangers, but as, after all, if I were not 
staying with Madame de Maisonrouge I should not 
be living in the Faubourg St.-Germain, I don't know 
that from the point of view of exclusiveness it is 
any great loss to be here. 
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Our rooms are veiy prettily arranged, and the 
table is remarkably good. Mamma thinks the whole 
thing — the place and the people, the manners and 
customs — ^very amusing ; but mamma is very easily 
amused. As for me, you know, all that I ask is to 
be let alone, and not to have people's society forced 
wpm me. I have never wanted for society of my 
own choosing, and, so long as I retain possession of 
my faculties, I don't suppose I ever shall As I said, 
however, the place is very well managed, and I suc- 
ceed in doing as I please, which, you know, is my 
most cherished pursuit Madame de Maisonrouge 
has a great deal of tact — much more than poor 
father. She is what they call here a heUe femme, 
which means that she is a tall, ugly woman, with 
style. She dresses very well, and has a great deal 
of talk ; but, though she is a very good imitation of 
a lady, I never see her behind the dinner-table, in 
the evening, smiling and bowing, as the people come 
in, and looking all the while at the dishes and the 
servants, without thinking of a dame de comptoir 
blooming in a comer of a shop or a restaurant, I 
am sure that, in spite of her fine name, she was once 
a dame de comptoir. I am also sure that, in spite 
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of her smfles and the pretty things she says to every 
one> she hates us all, and would like to murder us, 
She is a hard, dever Frenchwoman, who would like 
to amuse herself and enjoy her Feuis, and she must 
be bored to death at passing all her time in the 
midst of stupid English people who mumble broken 
French at her. Some day she will poison the soup 
or the vin rcmge ; but I hope that will not be imtil 
after mother and I shall have left her. She has two 
daughters, who, except that one is decidedly pretty, 
are meagre imitations of herself. 

The ** family," for the rest, consists altogether of 
our beloved compatriots, and of still more beloved 
Englanders. There is an Englishman here, with 
hifT sister, and they seem to be rather nice people. 
He is remarkably handsome, but excessively afiTected 
and patronising, especially to us Americans ; and I 
hope to have a chance of biting his head off before 
long. The sister is very pretty, and, apparently, 
very nice; but, in costume, she is Britannia incarnate. 
There is a very pleasant little Frenchman — ^when 
they are nice they are charming — and a German 
doctor, a big, blond man, who looks like a great 
white bull ; and two Americans, besides mother and 
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me. One of them is a young man from Boston, — 
an aesthetic young man, who talks about its being '^ a 
real Corot day," etc., and a young woman — a girl, a 
female, I don*t know what to call her — ^firom Ver- 
mont, or Minnesota, or some such place. This young 
woman is the most extraordinary specimen of artless 
Tankeeism that I ever encountered; she is really 
too horrible. I have been three times to Clementine 
about your underskirt, etc. 



IV. 

From LoTJis Leverett, m PariSy to Habvasd 

Tremont, in Boston. 

Sbftember 25^^ 
My dear Harvard — 

I HAVE carried out my plan^ of which I gave you a 
hint in my last, and I only regret ^ihat I should not 
have done it befora It is human nature, after all, 
that is the most interesting thing in the world, and 
it only reveals itself to the truly earnest seeker. 
There is a want of earnestness in that life of hotels 
and railroad trains, w;hich so many of our countiy- 
men are content to lead in this strange Old World, 
and I was distressed to find how far I, myself, had 
been led along the dusty, beaten track. I had, how- 
ever, constantly wanted to turn aside into more imfre- 
quented ways ; to plunge beneath the surface and see 
what I should discover. But the opportunity had 
always been missing ; somehow, I never meet those 
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opportunities that we hear about and read about — 
the things that happen to people in novels and bio- 
graphies. And yet I am always on the watch to take 
advantage of any opening that may present itself; I 
am always looking out for experiences, for sensations 
— I might ahnost say for adventures. 

The great thing is to live, you know — ^to feel, to 
be conscious of one's possibilities; not to pass 
through life mechanically and insensibly, like a 
letter through the post-office* There are times, my 
dear Hairvard, when I feel as if I were really capable 
of everything — capable de tout, as they say here — - 
of the greatest excesses as well as the greatest 
heroism. Oh, to be able to say that one has lived 
— qu'on a vim, as they say here — 'that idea 
exercises an indefinable attraction for me. Tou 
will, perhaps, reply, it is easy to say it ; but the 
thing is to make people believe you 1 And, then, I 
don't want any second-hand, spurious sensations; 
I want the knowledge that leaves a trace — that 
leaves strange scars and stains and reveries behind 
it! But I am afraid I shock you, perhaps even 
frighten you. 

If you repeat my remarks to any of the West 
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Cedar Street circle, be sure you tone them down a& 
your discretion will suggest. For yourself, you will 
know that I have always had an intense desire to 
see something of real French life. You are 
acquainted with my great sympathy with the 
French; with my natural tendency to enter into 
the French way of looking at life. I sympathise 
with the artistic temperament; I remember you 
used sometimes to hint to me that you thought my 
own temperament too artistic. I don't think that 
in Boston there is any real sympathy with the 
artistic temperament ; we tend to make everything 
a matter of right and wrong. And in Boston one 
can't live — on ne peut pas vivre, as they say here. 
I don't mean one can't reside — for a great many 
people manage that; but one can't live, aesthetically 
— I may almost venture to say, sensuously. This 
is why I have always been so much drawn to the 
French, who are so aesthetic, so sensuous. I am so 
sorry that Th^ophile Gautier has passed away; I 
should have liked so much to go and see him, and 
teU him all that I owe him. He was living when I 
was here before ; but, you know, at that time I was 
travelling with the Johnsons, who are not aesthetic, 
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and who used to make me feel rather ashamed of my 
artistic temperament. If I had gone to see the gre&t 
apostle of beauty, I should have had to go clan- 
destinely — en cacJiette, as they say here ; and that is 
not my nature; I like to do everything frankly, 
freely, na^i/oement, au grand jov/r. That is the great 
thing — ^to be free, to be frank, to be Timf, Doesn't 
Matthew Arnold say that somewhere — or is it 
Swinburne, or Pater ? 

When I was with the Johnsons everything was 
superficial; and, as regards life, everything was 
brought down to the question of right and wrong. 
They were too didactic; art should never be didactic; 
and what is hf e but an art ? Pater has said that 
so well, somewhere. With the Johnsons I am 
afraid I lost many opportunities ; the tone was gray 
and cottony, I might almost say woolly. But now, 
as I tell you, I have determined to take right hold 
for myself; to look right into European life, and 
judge it without Johnsonian prejudices. I have 
taken up my residence in a French family, in a real 
Parisian house. You see I have the courage of my 
opinions; I don't shrink from carrying out my 
theory that the great thing is to live. 
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You know I have always been intensely inter- 
ested in Balzac, who never shrank from the reality, 
and whose almost lurid pictures of Parisian life have 
often haunted me in my wanderings through the old 
wicked-looking streets on the other side of the river. 
I am only sorry that my new friends — ^my French 
family — do not live in the old city — aw cc&ur 
du vimx Paris, as they say here. They live 
only in the Boulevard Haussman, which is less 
picturesque; but in spite of this they have a 
great deal of the Balzac tone. Madame d€( Mai- 
sonrouge belongs to one of the oldest and proudest 
families in France ; but she has had reverses which 
have compelled her to open an establishment in 
which a limited number of travellers, who are weary 
of the beaten track, who have the sense of local 
colour — she explains it herself, she expresses it so 
well — ^in short, to open a sort of boarding-house. I 
don't see why I should not, after all, use that ex- 
pression, for it is the correlative of the term pension 
ho74/rgeoise, employed by Balzac in the F^re Ooriot, 
Do you remember the pension hourgeoise of Madame 
Yauquer n4e de Conflans? But this establishment is 
not at all like that : and indeed it is not at all bourgeois; 
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there is something distinguished, something aristo> 
cratic, about it The Pension Vauquer was dark, 
brown, sordid, graissefwst ; but this is in quite a dif- 
ferent tone, with high, dear, lightly-draped windows, 
tender, subtle, almost morbid, colours, and furniture 
in elegant, studied, reed-like lines. Madame de 
Maisonrouge reminds me of Madame Hulot — do 
you remember "la belle Madame Hulot?" — in 
Les Parents Pauvres. She has a great charm; a 
little artificial, a little fatigued, with a little sug- 
gestion of hidden things in her life ; but I have 
always been sensitive to the charm of fatigue, of 
duplicity. 

I am rather disappointed, I confess, in the society 
I find here ; it is not so local, so characteristic, as I 
could have desired. Indeed, to tell the truth, it is 
not local at aU ; but, on the other hand, it is cos- 
mopolitan, and there is a great advantage in that. 
We are French, we are English, we are American, 
we are German; and, I believe, there are some 
Bussians and Hungarians expected. I am much 
interested in the study of national types ; in com- 
paring, contrasting, seizing the strong points, the 
weak points, the point of view of each. It is inte- 



A BUNDLE OF LETTERS. 229 

resting to shift one's point of view — to enter into 
strange, exotic ways of looking at life. 

The American types here are not, I am sorry to 
say, so interesting as they might be, and, excepting 
myself, are exclusively feminine. We are thin, my 
dear Harvard ;'* we are pale, we are sharp. There is 
something meagre about us ; our line is wanting in 
roundness, our composition in richness. We lack 
temperament ; we don't know how to live ; nous ne 
Savons pas vivre, as they say here. The American 
temperament is represented (putting myself aside, 
and I often think that my temperament is not at all 
American) by a young girl and her mother, and 
another yoimg girl without her mother — withoiitf 
her mother or any attendant or appendage what- 
ever. These young girls are rather curious types ; 
they have a certain interest, they have a certain 
grace, but they are disappointing too ; they don't go 
far ; they don't keep all they promise ; they don't 
satisfy the imagination. They are cold, slim, sex- 
less ; the physique is not generous, not abundant ; 
it is only the drapery, the skixts and furbelows 
(that is, I .mean iu the young lady who has her 
mother) that are abundant. They are very different : 
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one of them all elegance^ all expensiveness, with an 
air of high fashion, from New York; the other a 
plain, pnie, clear-eyed, straight -waisted, straight- 
stepping maiden from the heart of New England. 
And yet they are very much alike too-— more alike 
than they would care<to think themselves; for they 
eye each other with cold, mistrustful, deprecating 
looks. They are both specimens of the emancipated 
young American girl — ^practical, positive, passionless, 
subtle, and knowing, as you please, either too much 
or too little. And yet, as I say, they have a certain 
stamp, a certain grace ; I like to talk with them, to 
study them. 

♦ The fair New Yorker is, sometimes, very amusing ; 
she asks me if every one in Boston talks like me-^ 
if every one is as " intellectual " as your poor cor- 
respondent. She is for ever throwing Boston up at 
me ; I can't get rid of Boston. The other one rubs 
it into me too ; but in a different way ; she seems 
to feel about it as a good Mahommedan feels toward 
Mecca, and regards it as a kind of focus of light for 
the whole human race. Poor little Boston, what 
nonsense is talked in thy name! But this New 
England maiden is, in her way, a strange type : she 
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is travelling all over Europe alone — '* to see it/* she 
says, " for herseli" For herself ! What can that 
stiff, slim self of hers do with such sights, such 
visions ! She looks at eveiything, goes eveiywhere* 
passes her way, with her clear, quiet eyes wide open ; 
skirting the edge of obscene abysses without sus- 
pecting them; pushing through brambles* without 
tearing her robe ; exciting, without knowing it^ the 
most injurious suspicions ; and always holding her 
course, passionless, stainless, fearless, charmless ! It 
is a little figure in which, after all, if you can get 
the right point of view, there is something rather 
strikiog. 

By way of contrast, there is a lovely English 
girl, with eyes as shy as violets, and a voice as 
sweet! She has a sweet Gainsborough head, and 
a great Gainsborough hat, with a mighty plume in 
front of it, which makes a shadow over her quiet 
English eyes. Then she has a sage-green robe, 
"mystic, wonderful," all embroidered with subtle 
devices and flowers, and birds of tender tint ; very 
straight and tight in front, and adorned behind, along 
the spine, with large, strange^ iridescent buttons. 
The revival of taste, of the sense of beauty, in 
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England, interests me deeply ; what is there in a 
simple row of spinal buttons to make one dream — 
to dcnrnor d river, as they say here ? I think that a 
great aesthetic renascence is at hand, and that a great 
light will be kindled in England, for all the world to 
see. There are spirits there that I should like to com- 
mune with ; I think they would imderstand me. 

This gracious English maiden, with her clinging 
robes, her amulets and girdles, with something 
quaint and angular in her step, her carriage some- 
thing mediaeval and Gothic, in the details of her 
person and dress, this lovely Evelyn Vane (isn't it 
a beautiful name?) is deeply, delightfully pictur- 
esque. She is much a woman — elk est hien femme, 
as they say here; simpler, softer, rounder, richer 
than the young girls I spoke of just now. Not 
much talk — ^a great, sweet silence. Then the violet 
eye — ^the very eye itself seems to blush ; the great 
shadowy hat, making the brow so quiet ; the strange, 
clinging, clutching, pictured raiment ! As I say, it 
is a very gracious, tender type. She has her 
brother with her, who is a beautiful, fair-haired, 
gray-eyed young Englishnian. He is purely object- 
ive ; and he, too, is very plastic. 



V. 

From MmA2n)A Hope to Tier Mother. 

September 26th, 

You must not be frightened at not hearing from 
me oftener ; it is not because I am in any trouble, 
but because I am getting on so well If I were 
in any trouble I don't think I should write to you ; 
I should just keep quiet and see it through myself. 
But that is not the case at present ; and, if I don't 
write to you, it is because I am so deeply interested 
over here that I don't seem to find time. It was a 
real providence that brought me to this house, 
where, in spite of all obstacles, I am able to do 
much good work. I wonder how I find the time 
for all 1 do ; but when I think that I have only got 
a year in Europe, I feel as if I wouldn't sacrifice a 
single hour. 

The obstacles I refer to are the disadvantages I 
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have in learning French, there being so many per- 
sons around me speaking English, and that, as you 
may say, in the very bosom of a French fiEumly. 
It seems as if you heard English everywhere ; but I 
certainly didn't expect to find it in a place like 
this. I am not discouraged, however, and I talk 
French all I can, even with the other English 
boarders. Then I have a lesson every day from 
Miss Maisonrouge (the elder daughter of the lady of 
the house), and French conversation every evening 
in the scUon, from eight to eleven, with Madame 
herself, and some friends of hers that often come in. 
Her cousin, Mr. Verdier, a young French gentle- 
man, is fortunately staying with her, and I make a 
point of talking with him as much as possible. I 
have eostra private lessons from him, and I often go 
out to walk with him. Some night, soon, he is to 
accompany me to the opera. We have also a most 
interesting plan of visiting aU the galleries in Paris 
together. like most of the French, he converses 
with great fluency, and I feel as if I should really 

gain from him. He is remarkably handsome, and 
extremely polite — paying a great many compli- 
ments, which, I am afraid, are not always sincere. 
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When I return to Bangor I will tell yoti some of 
the things he has said to me. I think you will 
consider them extremely curious^ and very beautiful 
in their way. 

The conversation in the parlour (from eight to 
eleven) is often remarkably brilliant, and I often 
wish that you, or some of the Bangor folks, could 
be there to enjoy it Even though you couldn't 
understand it I think you would like to hear the 
way they go on ; they seem to express so much. I 
sometimes think that at Bangor they don't express 
enough (but it seems as if over there, there was less 
to express). It seems as if, at Bangor, there were 
things that folks never tried to say ; but here, I 
have learned from studying Erench that you have 
no idea what you can say, before you try. At 
B€mgor they seem to give it up beforehand ; they 
don't make any effort. (I don't say this ia the 
least for William Piatt, in particvlar) 

I am sure I don't know what they will think of 
me when I get back. It seems as if, over here, I 
had learned to come out with everything. I sup- 
pose they will think I am not sincere ; but isn't it 
more sincere to come out with things than to con- 
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ceal them ? I have become very good friends with 
every one in the house — ^that is (you see, I am 
sincere), with almost &vqtj one. It is the most 
interesting circle I ever was in. There's a girl 
here, an American, that I don't like so much as the 
rest ; but that is only because she won't let me. I 
should like to like her, ever so much, because she 
is most lovely and most attractive ; but she doesn't 
seem to want to know me or to like me. She 
comes from New York, and she is remarkably 
pretty, with beautiful eyes and the most delicate 
features; she is also remarkably elegant — in this 

respect would bear comparison with any one I have 
seen over here. But it seems as if she didn't want 
to recognise me, or associate with me; as if she 
wanted to make a difference between us. It is like 
people they call "haughty" in books. I have never 
seen any one like that before — ^any one that wanted 
to mskB a difference ; and at first I was right down 
interested, she seemed to me so like a proud young 
lady in a novel. I kept saying to myself all day, 
" haughty, haughty," and I wished she would keep 
on so. But she did keep on; she kept on too long; 
and then I began to feel hurt. I couldn't think 
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what I have done, and I can't think yet. It's as if 
she had got some idea about me, or had heard some 
one say something. If some girls should behave 
like that I shouldn't make any account of it; but 
this one is so refined, and looks as if she might be 
so interesting if [I once got to know her, that I 
think about it a good deal. I am bound to find 
out what her reason is — ^for of course she has got 
some reason ; I am right down curious to know. 

I went up to her to ask her the day before yes- 
day ; I thought that was the best way. I told her 
I wanted to know her better, and would like to 
come and see her in her room — ^they teU me she 
has got a lovely room — and that if she had heard 
anything against me, perhaps she would tell me 
when I came. But she was more distant than 
ever, and she just turned it off; said that she had 
never heard me mentioned, and that her room was 
too small to receive visitors. I suppose she spoke 
the truth, but I am sure she has got some reason, 
all the same. She has got some idea, and I am 
bound to find out before I go, if I have to ask 
everybody in the house. I am right down curious. 
I wonder if she doesn't think me refined — or if she 
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had ever heard anything against Bangor ? I can't 
think it is that. Don't you remember when Clara 
Barnard went to visit in New York, three years ago, 
how much attention she received ? And you know 
Clara is Bangor, to the soles of her shoes. Ask 
William Piatt — so long as he isn't a native — ^if he 
doesn't consider Clara Barnard refined. 

Apropos, as they say here, of refinement, there is 
another American in the house — a gentleman from 
Boston — ^who is just crowded with it. His name is 
Mr. Louis Leverett (such a beautiful name, I think), 
and he is about thirty years old. He is rather 
small, and he looks pretty sick; he suffers from 
some affection of the liver. But his conversation 
is remarkably interesting, and I delight to listen to 
biTn — he has such beautiful ideas. I feel as if it 
were hardly right, not being in French ; but, fortu- 
nately, he uses a great many French expressions. 
It's in a different style from the conversation of 
Mr. Verdier — ^not so complimentary, but more intel- 
lectual He is intensely fond of pictures, and has 
given me a great many ideas about them which I 
should never have gained without him ; I shouldn't 
have known where to look for such ideas. He 
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thinks everything of pictures ; he thinks we don't 
make near enough of them. They seem to make a 
good deal of them here ; but I couldn't help telling 
him the other day that in Bangor I really don't 
think we do. 

If I had any money to spend I would buy some 
and take them back, to hang up. Mr. Leverett says 
it would do them good — not the pictures, but the 
Bangor folks. He thinks everything of the French, 
too, and says we don't make nearly enough of tJiem, 
I couldn't help telling him the other day that at 
any rate they make enough of themselves. But 
it is very interesting to hear him go on about the 
French, and it is so much gain to me, so long as 
that is what I came for. I talk to him as much as 
I dare about Boston, but I do feel as if this were 
right down wrong — ^a stolen pleasure. 

I can get all the Boston culture I want when I 
go back, if I carry out my plan, my happy vision, 
of going there to reside. I ought to direct all my 
efforts to Ei^:opean culture now, and keep Boston to 
finish oft But it seems as if I couldn't help taking 
a peep now and then, in advance — with a Bos- 
tonian. I don't know when I may meet one again; 
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but if there are many others like Mr. Leverett there^ 
I shall be certain not to want when I cany out my 
dreanL He is just as fall of culture as he can liva 
But it seems strange how many different sorts there 
are. 

There are two of the English who I suppose are 
very cultivated too; but it doesn't seem as if I 
could enter into theirs so easily, though I try all I 
can. I do love their way of speaking, and some- 
times I feel almost as if it would be right to give 
up trying to learn French, and just try to learn to 
speak our own tongue as these English speak it It 
isn't the things they say so much, though these are 
often rather curious, but it is in the way they pro- 
nounce, and the sweetness of their voice. It seems 
as if they must try a good deal to talk like that ; 
but these English that are here don't seem to try at 
all, either to speak or do anything else. They are a 
young lady and her brother. I believe they belong 
to some noble family. I have had a good deal of 
intercourse with them, because I have felt more free 
to talk to them than to the Americans — on account 
of the language. It seems as if in talking with 
them I was almost learning a new one. 
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I never supposed, when I left Bangor, that I was 
coming to Europe to learn English ! If I do learn 
it, I don't think you will understand me when I 
get back, and I don't think you'U like it much. I 
should be a good deal criticised if I spoke like that 
at Bangor. However, I verily believe Bangor is the 
most critical place on earth; I have seen nothing 
like it over here. Tell them all I have come to the 
conclusion that they are a great deal too fastidious. 
But I was speaking about this English young lady 
and her brother. I wish I could put them before 
you. She is lovely to look at; she seems so modest 
and retiring. In spite of this, however, she dresses 
in a way that attracts great attention, as I couldn't 
help noticing when one day I went out to walk with 
her. She was ever so much looked at; but she 
didn't seem to notice it, until at last I couldn't help 
calling attention to it. Mr. Leverett thinks every- 
thing of it; he calls it the " costume of the fature." 
I should call it rather the costume of the past — ^you 
know the English have such an attachment to the 
past I said this the other day to Madame de 
Maisonrouge — ^that Miss Vane dressed in the cos- 
tume of the past. De Van passS, vous votUez dire ? 
VOL. n. E 
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said Madame, with her little French laugh (you can 
get William Piatt to translate this, he used to tell 
me he knew so much French). 

You know I told you, in writing some time ago, 
that I had tried to get some insight into the position 
of woman in England, and, being here with Miss 
Vane, it has seemed to me to be a good opportunity 
to get a little more. I have asked her a great deal 
about it ; but she doesn't seem able to give me nauch 
information. The first time I asked her she told 
me the position of a lady depended upon the rank 
of her father, her eldest brother, her husband, eta 
She told me her own position was very good, be- 
cause her father was some relation — I forget what 
— to a lord. She thinks everjrthing of this; and 
that proves to me that the position of woman in her 
country cannot be satisfactory; because, if it were, 
it wouldn't depend upon that of your relations, even 
your nearest I don't know much about lords, and 
it does try my patience (though she is just as sweet 
as she can live) to hear her talk as if it were a 
matter of course that I should. 

I feel as if it were right to ask her as often as I 
can if she doesn't consider every one equal; but she 



A BUNDLE OF LETTERS. 243 

always says she doesn't, and she confesses that she 
doesn't think she is equal to '*Lady Something-or- 
other/' who is the wife of that relation of her father. 
I try and persuade her all I can that she is ; but it 
seems as if she didn't want to be persuaded; and 
when I ask her if Lady So-and-so is of the same 
opinion (that Miss Vane isn't her equal), she looks 
so soft and pretty with her eyes, and says, **0f 
course she is ! " When I teU her that this is right 
down bad for Lady So-and-so, it seems as if she 
wouldn't believe me, and the only answer she will 
make is that Lady So-and-so is "extremely nice." 
I don't believe she is nice at all ; if she were nice, 
she wouldn't have such ideas as that. I tell Miss 
Vane that at Bangor we think such ideas vulgar ; 
but then she looks as though she had never heard of 
Bangor. I often want to shake her, though she is 
so sweet. If she isn't angry with the people who 
make her feel that way, I am angry for her. I am 
angry with her brother, too, for she is evidently very 
much afraid of him, and this gives me some farther 
insight into the subject. She thinks everything of 
her brother, and thinks it natural that she should be 
afraid of him, not only physically (for this is natural 
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as he is enormotisly tall and strong, and has veiy big 
fists), but morally and inteUectuaUy. She seems 
unable, however, to take in any aigument, and she 
makes me realise what I have often heard — ^that if 
you are timid nothing will reason you out of it. 

Mr. Vane, also (the brother), seems to have the 
same prejudices, and when I tell him, as I often 
think it right to do, that his sister is not his sub* 
ordinate, even if she does think so, but his equal, and^ 
perhaps in some respects his superior, and that if my 
brother, in Bangor, were to treat me as he treats 
this poor young girl, who has not spirit enough to 
see the question in its true light, there would be an 
indignation-meeting of the citizens, to protest against 
such an outrage to the sanctity of womanhood — 
when I tell him all this, at breakfast or dinner, he 
bursts out laughing so loud that all the plates clatter 
on the table. 

But at such a time as this there is always one 
person who seems interested in what I say — a 
German gentleman, a professor, who sits next to me 
at dinner, and whom I must teU you more about 
another time. He is very learned, and has a great 

- • 

desire for information ; he appreciates a great many 
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of my remarks, and, after dumer, in the salon, he 
often comes to me to ask me questions about them. 
I have to think a little, sometimes, to know what I 
did say, or what I do think. He takes you right up 
where you left off, and he is almost as fond of 
discussing things as William Flatt is. He is 
splendidly educated, in the German style, and he 
told me the other day that he was an '' intellectual 
broom." Well, if he is, he sweeps clean; I told 
him that. After he has been talking to me I feel 
as if I hadn't got a speck of dust left in my mind 
anywhere. It's a most delightful f eeUng. He says 
he's an observer; and I am sure there is plenty 
over here to observe. But I have told you enough 
for to-day. I don't know how much longer I shall 
stay here ; I am getting on so fast that it sometimes 
seems as if I shouldn't need all the time I have laid 
out I suppose your cold weather has promptly 
begun, as usual; it sometimes makes me envy you. 
The fall weather here is very dull and damp, and I 
feel very much as if I should like to be braced up. 



VL 

From Miss Evelyn Vane, in Paris, to the Lady 
Augusta Fleming, ai Brighton. 

Pabib> September ZOth, 

Deah Lady Augusta — 

I AM a&aid I shall not be able tx) come to you on 
January 7th, as you kindly proposed at Hombuig. 
I am so very, very sorry ; it is a great disappoint- 
ment to me. But I have just heard that it has 
been settled that mamma and the children are 
coming abroad for a part of the winter, and mamma 
wishes me to go with them to Hyferes, where 
Georgina has been ordered for her lungs. She has 
not been at all weU these three months, and now 
that the damp weather has begun she is very poorly 
indeed ; so that last week papa decided to have a 
consultation, and he and mamma went with her up 
to town and saw some three or four doctors. They 
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all of them ordered the south of France, but they 
didn't agree about the place ; so that manuna her- 
self decided for Hyferes, because it is the most 
economical I believe it is very dull, but I hope 
it wiU do Georgina good. I am afraid, however, 
that nothing will do her good until she consents to 
take more care of herself ; I am ajfadd she is very 
wild and wilful, and mamma tells me that all this 
month it has taken papa's positive orders to make 
her stop in -doors. She is very cross (mamma 
writes me) about coming abroad, and doesn't seem 
at all to mind the expense that papa has been put 
to, — ^taLks very ill-naturedly about losing the hunt- 
ing, etc. She expected to begin to hunt in 
December, and wants to know whether anybody 
keeps hounds at Hy^res. Fancy a girl wanting to 
follow the hounds when her lungs are so bad! 
But I dare say that when she gets there she 
will be glad enough to keep quiet, as they say that 
the heat is intense. It may cure Greorgina, but I 
am sure it wiU make the rest of us very iIL 

Mamma, however, is only going to bring Mary 
and Gus and Fred and Adelaide abroad with her ; 
the others will remain at Kingscote until February 
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(about the 3d), when they will go to Eastbourne for 
a month with Miss Turnover, the new govemess, 
who has turned out such a veiy nice* person. She 
is going to take Miss Travers, who has been with us 
so long, but who is only qualified for the younger 
children, to Hy^res, and I believe some of the 
Kingscote servants. She has perfect confidence in 
Miss T. ; it is only a pity she has such an odd 
name. Mamma thought of asking her if she would 
mind taking another when she came; but papa 
thought she might object. Lady Battledown makes 
all her governesses take the same name ; she gives 
£5 more a year for the purpose. I forget what it is 
she calls them; I think it's Johnson (which to 
me always suggests a lady's maid). Governesses 
shouldn't have too pretty a name ; they shouldn't 
have a nicer name than the family. 

I suppose you heard from the Desmonds that I 
did not go back to England with them. When it 
began to be talked about that Geoxgina should be 
taken abroad, mamma wrote to me that I had better 
stop in Paiis for a month with Harold, so that she 
could pick me up on their way to Hy^res. It saves 
the expense of my journey to Kingscote and back. 
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and gives me the opportunity to "finish" a little, 
in French. 

You know Harold came here six weeks ago, to 
get up his French for those dreadful examinations 
that he has to pass so soon. He came to live with 
some French people that take in young men (and 
others) for this purpose; it's a kind of coaching 
place, only kept by women. Manmia had heard it 
was very nice ; so she wrote to me that I was to 
come and stop here with Harold. The Desmonds 
brought me and made the arrangement, or the 
bargain, or whatever you call it. Poor Harold was 
naturally not at all pleased ; but he has been very 
kind, and has treated me like an angeL He is 
gettiug on beautifully with his French ; for though 
I don't think the place is so good as papa supposed, 
yet Harold is so immensely clever that he can 
scarcely help learning. I am afraid I learn much 
less, but, fortunately, I have not to pass an ex- 
amination — except if mamma takes it into her head 
to examine me. But she wiU have so much to 
think of with Georgina that I hope this won't occur 
to her. If it does, I shall be, as Harold says, in a 
dreadful funk. 



260 A BUKDLE OF LETTEBS. 

This is not such a nice place for a girl as for a 
young man, and the Desmonds thought it exceedingly 
odd that mamma should wish me to come here. As 
Mrs. Desmond said, it is because she is so very 
unconventionaL But you know Paris is so very 
amusing, and if only Harold remains good-natured 
about it, I shall be content to wait for the caravan 
(that's what he calls manmia and the children). 
The person who keeps the establishment, or what- 
ever they call it, is rather odd, and exceedingly 
foreign; but she is wonderfully civil, and is per- 
petually sending to my door to see if I want 
anything. The servants are not at all like English 
servants, and come bursting in, the footman (they 
have only one) and the maids alike, at all sorts of 
hours, in the most sttdden way. Then when one 
rings, it is half an hour before they come. AU this 
is very uncomfortable, and I daresay it will be 
worse at Hyferes. There, however, fortunately, we 
shall have our own people. 

There are some very odd Americans here, who 
keep throwing Harold into fits of laughter. One 
is a dreadful little man who is always sitting over 
the fire, and talking about the colour of the sky. 
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I don't believe he ever saw the sky except through 
the window-pane. The other day he took hold of 
my frock (that green one you thought so nice at 
Homburg) and told me that it reminded him of the 
texture of the Devonshire turf. And then he 
talked for half an hour about the Devonshire turf, 
which I thought such a very extraordinary subject 
Harold says he is mad. It is very strange to be 
Uving in this way, with people one doesn't know. 
I mean that one doesn't know as one knows them 
in England. 

The other Americans (beside the madman) are 
two girls, about my own age, one of whom is rather 
nice. She has a mother ; but the mother is always 
sitting in her bed-room, which seems so very odd. 
I should like mamma to ask them to Kingscote, but 
I am a&aid manmia wouldn't like the mother, who 
is rather vulgar. The other girl is rather vulgar 
too, and is travelling about quite alone. I think 
she is a kind of schoolmistress ; but the other girl 
(I mean the nicer one, with the mother) tells me 
she is more respectable than she seems. She has, 
however, the most extraordinary opinions — wishes 
to do away with the aristocracy, thinks it wrong 
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that Arthur should have Eingscote when papa dies, 
etc. I don't see what it signifies to her that poor 
Arthur should come into the property, which will be 
so delightful — except for papa dying. But Harold 
says she is mad. He chafib her tremendously about 
her radicalism, and he is so immensely clever that 
she can't answer him, though she is rather clever, 
too. 

There is also a Frenchman, a nephew, or cousin, 
or something, of the person of the house, who is 
extremely nasty ; and a German professor, or doc- 
tor, who eats with his knife and is a great bore. I 
am so very sorry about giving up my visit I am 
afraid you will never ask me again. 



VII. 

« 

From L^ON Veediee in Paris, to Peospee Gobain, 

at Lille. 

Septemher Z%tK 

My deae Peospee — 
It is a long time since I have given you of my 
news, and I don't know what puts it into my 
head to-night to recall myseK to your affectionate 
memory. I suppose it is that when we are happy 
the mind reverts instinctively to those with whom 
formerly we shared our exaltations and depressions^ 
and je fen ai trop dit, dans le bon temps, mon gros 
Prosper, and you always listened to me too imper- 
turbably, with your pipe in your mouth, your waist- 
coat unbuttoned, for me not to feel that I can count 
upon your sympathy to-day. Nous en somm^s noiis 
Jlanqv4es, des confidences — in those happy days when 
my first thought in seeing an adventure poindre d 
rhorizon was of the pleasure I should have in re- 
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lating it to the great Prosper. As I tell thee, I am 
happy ; decidedly, I am happy, and from this affirm- 
ation I fancy you can construct the rest. Shall I 
help thee a little ? Take three adorable girls . . . 
three, my good Prosper — the mystic number — 
neither more nor less. Take them and place thy 
insatiable little L^on in the midst of them ! Is the 
situation sufficiently indicated, and do you appre- 
hend the motives of my felicity ? 

You expected, perhaps, I was going to tell you 
that I had made my fortune, or that the Uncle 
Blondeau had at last decided to return into the 
breast of nature, after having constituted me his 
universal legatee. But I needn't remind you that 
women are always for something in the happiness of 
him who writes to thee — ^for something in his hap- 
piness, and for a good deal more in his misery. 
But don't let me talk of misery now ; time enough 
when it comes; ees demoiselles have gone to join 
the serried ranks of their amiable predecessors. 
Excuse me — I comprehend your impatience. I 
wUl teU you of whom ces demoiselles consist. 

You have heard me speak of my covsine de Mai- 
sonrouge, that grande heUe femme, who, after having 
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married^ en secandes noces — there had been, to tell 
the truth, some irregularity about her first union — 
a venerable relic of the old noblesse of Poitou, was 
left, by the death of her husband, complicated by 
the indulgence of expensive tastes on an income of 
17,000 francs, on the pavement of Paris, with two 
little demons of daughters to bring up in the path 
of virtue. She managed to bring them up ; my 
little cousins are rigidly virtuous. If you ask me 
how she managed it, I can't tell you ; it's no busi- 
ness of mine, and, A fortiori, none of yours. She 
is now fifty years old (she confesses to thirty-seven), 
and her daughters, whom she has never been able 
to marry, are respectively twenty-seven and twenty- 
three (they confess to twenty and to seventeen). 
Three years ago she had the thrice-blessed idea of open* 
ing a sort o{ pension for the entertainment and instruc- 
tion of the blundering barbarians who come to Paris 
in the hope of picking up a few stray particles of 
the language of Voltaire — or of Zola. The idea lui 
a ports honheur; the shop does a very good busi- 
ness. Until within a few months ago it was carried 
on by my cousins alone ; but lately the need of a 
few extensions and embellishments has caused itself 



256 A BUNDLE OF LETTEBS. 

to be felt My cousin has undertaken them, regard- 
less of expense ; she has asked me to come and stay 
with her — ^board and lodging gratis — and keep an 
eye on the grammatical eccentricities of her pensian- 
navres, I am the extension, my good Prosper ; I 
am the embellishment ! I live for nothing, and I 
straighten up the accent of the prettiest English 
lips. The English lips are not all pretty, heaven 
knows, but enough of them are so to make it a gain- 
ing baigain for me. 

Just now, as I told you, I am in daily conversa- 
tion with three separate pairs. The owner of one 
of them has private lessons ; she pays extra. My 
cousin doesn't give me a sou of the money ; but I 
make bold, nevertheless, to say that my trouble is 
remunerated. But I am weU, very well, with the 
proprietors of the two other pairs. One of them is 
a little Anglaise, of about twenty — ^a little figure de 
keepsake ; the most adorable miss that you ever, or 
at least that I ever, beheld. She is decorated all 
over with beads and bracelets and embroidered 
dandelions ; but her principal decoration consists of 
the softest little gray eyes in the world, which rest 
upon you with a profundity of confidence — ^a con- 
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fidence that I really feel some compunction in 
betraying. She has a tint as white as this sheet of 
paper, except just in the middle of each cheek, 
where it passes into the purest and most transparent, 
most liquid, carmine. Occasionally this rosy fluid 
overflows into the rest of her face — by which I 
mean that she blushes — as softly as the mark of 
your breath on the window-pane. 

like every Anglaise, she is rather pinched and 
prim in public ; but it is very easy to see that when 
no one is looking dU ne demande qyHdb se laisser aMer ! 
Whenever she wants it I am always there, and I 
have given her to understand that she can count 
upon me. I have every reason to believe that she 
appreciates the assurance, though I am bound in 
honesty to confess that with her the situation is a 
little less advanced than with the others. Qus vaiUez- 
wm t The English are heavy, and the Anglaises 
move slowly, that's alL The movement, however, 
is perceptible, and once this fact is established I 
can let the pottage simmer. I can give her time to 
arrive, for I am over-well occupied with her con- 
eu/rrentes. Cdles-d don't keep me waiting, par 
exemple! 

VOL. n. s 
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These young ladies are Americans, and you know 
that it is the national character to move fast '' All 
right — go ahead !" (I am learning a great deal of 
English, or, rather, a great deal of American.) They 
go ahead at a rate that sometimes makes it difficult 
for me to keep up. One of them is prettier than 
the other ; but this latter (the one that takes the 
private lessons) is really une JUU prodigievM. Ah, 
pa/r exemple, die hrdUe ses vaissetix cdle-la! She 
threw herself into my arms the very first day, and 
I almost owed her a grudge for having deprived me 
of that pleasure of gradation, of carrying the defences, 
one by one, which is almost as great as that of 
entering the place. 

Would you believe that at the end of exactly 
twelve minutes she gave me a rendezvous ? It is 
true it was in the Galerie d' Apollon, at the Louvre ; 
but that was respectable for a beginning, and since 
then we have had them by the dozen ; I have ceased 
to keep the account. Nbn, c'est une fiUe gpii me 
d^passe. 

The little one (she has a mother somewhere, out 
of sight, shut up in a closet or a trunk) is a good 
deal prettier, and, perhaps, on that account elk y met 
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plus de fa^ons. She doesn't knock about Paris with 
me by the hour; she contents herseK with long 
interviews in the peiit scUan, with the curtains half- 
drawn, beginning at about three o'clock, when every 
one 13 d la promenade. She is admirable, this little 
one ; a little too thin, the bones rather accentuated, 
but the detail, on the whole, most satisfactory. 
And you can say anything to her. She takes the 
trouble to appear not to understand, but her conduct, 
half an hour afterwards, reassures you completely — 
oh, completely ! 

However, it is the tall one, the one of the private 
lessons, that is the most remarkable. These private 
lessons, my good Prosper, are the most brilliant 
invention of the age, and a real stroke of genius on 
the part of Miss Miranda ! They also take place in 
the petit salon, but with the doors tightly closed, 
and with explicit directions to every one in the 
house that we are not to be disturbed. And we are 
not, my good Prosper ; we are not ! Not a sound, 
not a shadow, interrupts our felicity. My coiLsine is 
really admirable; the shop deserves to succeed. 
Miss Miranda is tall and rather flat; she is too 
pale ; she hasn't the adorable rougeii/rs of the little 
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Anglaisa But she has bright, keen, inquisitive eyes^ 
superb teeth, a nose modelled by a sculptor, and a 
way of holding up her head and looking every one 
in the face, which is the most finished piece of 
impertinence I ever beheld. She is making the 
Uywr d% monde, entirely alone, without even a 
soubrette to carry the ensign, for the purpose of 
seeing for herself d qtwi den tenir su/r les homines et 
les ehoses — on les hommes particularly. JDis done, 
Prosper, it must be a drdle de pays over there, 
where young persons animated by this ardent curi- 
osity are manufactured! If we should turn the 
tables, some day, thou and I, and go over and see 
it for ourselves. It is as well that we should go 
and find them cJiez dies, as that they should come 
out here after us. Bis done, mon gros Prosper. . . . 



vin. 

From Dr. Eudolf Staub, in Paris, to Dr. Julius 

HiBSCH, at Gottingen, 

My dear Brother in Science — 

1 RESUME my hasty notes, of which I sent you the 
first instalment some weeks ago. I mentioned then 
that I intended to leave my hotel, not finding it 
sufficiently local and nationaL It was kept by a 
Pomeranian, and the waiters, without exception, 
were from the Fatherland. I fancied myself at 
Berlin, Unter den Linden, and I reflected that, 
having taken the serious step of visiting the head- 
quarters of the Gallic genius, I should try and pro- 
ject myself, as much as possible, into the circum- 
stances which are in part the consequence and in 
part the cause of its irrepressible activity. It 
seemed to me that there could be no well-grounded 
knowledge without this preliminary operation of 
placing myseK in relations, as slightly as possible 
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modified by elements proceeding from a different 
combination of causes^ with the spontaneous home- 
life of the country. 

I accordingly engaged a room in the house of a 
lady of pure French extraction and education, who 
supplements the shortcomings of an income insuf&- 
cient to the ever-growing demands of the Parisian 
system of sense-gratification, by providing food and 
lodging for a limited number of distinguished stran- 
gers. I should have preferred to have my room 
alone in the house, and to take my meals in a 
brewery, of very good appearance, which I speedily 
discovered in the same street ; but this arrangement, 
though very lucidly proposed by myself, was not 
acceptable to the mistress of the establishment (a 
woman with a mathematical head), and I have con- 
soled myseK for the extra expense by fixing my 
thoughts upon the opportunity that conformity to 
the customs of the house gives me of studying the 
table-manners of my companions, and of observing 
the French nature at a peculiarly physiological 
moment, the moment when the satisfaction of the 
taste, which is the governing quality in its composition, 
produces a kind of exhalation, an intellectual tran- 
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spirationy which, though light and perhaps invisible 
to a superficial spectator, is nevertheless appreciable 
by a properly adjusted instrument. 

I have adjusted my instrument very satisfactorily 
(I mean the one I carry in my good, square German 
head), and I am not afraid of losing a singljB drop of 
this valuable fluid, as it condenses itself upon the 
plate of my observation. A prepared surface is 
what I need, and I have prepared my surface. 

Unfortunately here, also, I find the individual 
native in the minority. There are only four French 
persons in the house — ^the individuals concerned in 
its management, three of whom are women, and one 
a man. This preponderance of the feminine element 
is, however, in itself characteristic, as I need not 
remind you what an abnormally-developed part this 
sex has played in French history. The remaining 
figure is apparently that of a man, but I hesitate to 
classify him so superficially. He appears to me 
less human than simian, and whenever I hear him 
talk I seem to myself to have paused in the street 
to listen to the shrill clatter of a hand-organ, to 
which the gambols of a hairy homwruyuius form an 
accompaniment. 
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I mentioned to you before that my expectation 
of rough usage^ in consequence of my (jerman 
nationality, had proved completely unfounded. No 
one seems to know or to care what my nationality 
is, and I am treated, on the contrary, with the civil- 
ity which is the portion of every traveller who pays 
the bill without scanning the items too narrowly. 
This, I confess, has been something of a surprise to 
me, and I have not yet made up my mind as to 
the fundamental cause of the anomaly. My deter- 
mination to take up my abode in a French interior 
was largely dictated by the supposition that I 
should be substantially disagreeable to its inmates. 
I wished to observe the different forms taken by 
the irritation that I should naturally produce ; for 
it is under the influence of irritation that the French 
character most completely expresses itself. My 
presence, however, does not appear to operate as a 
stimulus, and in this respect I am materially disap- 
pointed. They treat me as they treat every one 
else ; whereas, in order to be treated differently, I 
was resigned in advance to be treated worse. I 
have not, as I say, fuUy explained to myself this 
logical contradiction ; but this is the explanation to 
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which I tend. The French are so exclusively occu- 
pied with the idea of themselves, that in spite of the 
very definite image the G^iman personality pre- 
sented to them by the war of 1870, they have at 
present no distinct apprehension of its existence. 
They are not very sure that there are any Germans ; 
they have already forgotten the convincing proofs 
of the fact that were presented to them nine years 
ago. A German was something disagreeable, which 
they determined to keep out of their conception of 
things. I therefore think that we are wrong to 
govern ourselves upon the hypothesis of the revanche; 
the French nature is too shallow for that large and 
powerfiil plant to bloom in it. 

The English-speaking specimens, too, I have not 
been willing to neglect the opportunity to examine ; 
and among these I have paid special attention to 
the American varieties, of which I find here several 
singular examples. The two most remarkable are 
a young man who presents aU the characteristics 
of a period of national decadence ; reminding me 
strongly of some diminutive HeUenised Boman of 
the third century. He is an illustration of the 
period of culture in which the faculty of apprecia- 
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tion has obtained such a prepondeiance over that of 
production that the latter sinks into a kind of rank 
sterility, and the mental condition becomes analogous 
to that of a malarious bog. I learn firom him that 
there is an immense number of Americans exactly 
resembling him, and that the city of Boston, indeed, 
is abnost exdusively composed of them. (He com- 
municated this fact very proudly, as if it were 
greatly to the credit of his native country; little 
perceiving the truly sinister impression it made 
upon me.) 

What strikes one in it is that it is a phenomenon 
to the best of my knowledge — ^and you know what 
my knowledge is — ^unprecedented and unique in the 
history of mankind ; the arrival of a nation at an 
ultimate stage of evolution without having passed 
through the mediate one ; the passage oi the fruit, in 
other words, from crudity to rottenness, without the 
interposition of a period of useful (and ornamental) 
ripeness. With the Americans, indeed, the crudity 
and the rottenness are identical and simultaneous ; 
it is impossible to say, as in the conversation of this 
deplorable yoimg man, which is one and which is 
the other ; they are inextricably mingled. I prefer 
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the talk of the French IwrnwruuVas ; it is at least 
more amusing. 

It is interesting in this manner to perceive, so 
largely developed, the germs of extinction in the so- 
called powerful Anglo-Saxon family. I find them 
in abnost as recognisable a form in a young woman 
from the State of Maine, in the province of Kew 
England, with whom I have had a good deal of 
conversation. She differs somewhat from the young 
man I just mentioned, in that the faculty of produc- 
tion, of action, is, in her, less inanimate ; she has 
more of the freshness and vigour that we suppose 
to belong to a yoimg civilisation. But unfortu- 
nately she produces nothing but evil, and her tastes 
and habits are similarly those of a Boman lady of 
the lower Empire. She makes no secret of them, 
and has, in fact, elaborated a complete system of 
licentious behaviour. As the opportunities she finds 
in her own country do not satisfy her, she has come 
to Europe " to try " as she says, " for herself." It 
is the doctrine of universal experience professed with 
a cynicism that is really most extraordinary, and 
which, presenting itself in a young woman of con- 
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siderable education, appears to me to be the judg- 
ment of a society. 

Another observation which pushes me to the 
same induction — ^that of the premature vitiation of 
the American population — is the attitude of the 
Americans whom I have before me with regard to 
each other. There is another young lady here, who 
is less abnormally developed than the one I have 
just described, but who yet bears the stamp of this 
peculiar combination of incompleteness and effete- 
ness. These three persons look with the greatest 
mistrust and aversion upon each other ; and each 
has repeatedly taken me apart and assured me, 
secretly, that he or she only is the real, the genuine, 
the typical American. A type that has lost itself 
before it has been fixed — ^what can you look for 
from this ? 

Add to this that there are two young Englanders 
in the house, who hate all the Americans in a lump, 
making between them none of the distinctions and 
favourable comparisons which they insist upon, and 
you will, I think, hold me warranted in believing 
that, between precipitate decay and internecine 
enmities, the English-speaking family is destined to 
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consume itself, and that with its decline the pros- 
pect of general pervasiveness, to which I alluded 
above, will brighten for the deep-lunged children of 
the Fatherland ! 



IX. 

Miranda Hope to her Mother. 

OcU>ber 22d. 

Dear Mother — 

I AM off in a day or two to visit some new cotmtry ; 
I haven't yet decided whicL I have satisfied my- 
self with regard to France, and obtained a good 
knowledge of the language. I have enjoyed my 
visit to Madame de Maisonronge deeply, and feel as 
if I were leaving a circle of real friends. Every- 
thing has gone on beautifully up to the end, and 
every one has been as kind and attentive as if I 
were their own sister, especially Mr. Verdier, the 
French gentleman, from whom I have gained more 
than I ever expected (in six weeks), and with whom 
I have promised to correspond. So you can imagine 
me dashing off the most correct French letters; and, 
if you don't believe it, I will keep the rough draft 
to show you when I go back. 
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The Geiman gentleman is also more interesting, 
the more you know him ; it seems sometimes as if 
I could fairly drink in his ideas. I have found out 
why the yoimg lady from New York doesn't like me ! 
It is because I said one day at dinner that I admired 
to go to the Louvre. Well, when I first came, it 
seemed as if I did admire everything ! 

Tell William Piatt his letter has come. I knew 
he would have to write, and I was boimd I would 
make him ! I haven't decided what coimtry I wiU 
visit yet; it seems as if there were so many to 
choose from. But I shall take care to pick out a 
good one, and to meet plenty of fresh experiences. 

Dearest mother, my money holds out, and it is 
most interesting ! 



THE END. 



Printed by R. & R. Clark, Edinburgh, 
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and. illustrated in a masterly manner** — ATHENiCUM. 

Fleming. — works by George Fleming. 
A NILE NOVEL. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 
MIRAGE. A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

Fletcher.— THOUGHTS from, a GIRL'S life. By LtJCV 
Fletcher. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. ^, 6d, \ 
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Freeman. — historical and ARCHtTECrtJRAL 

SKETCHES ; CHIEFLY ITALIAN. By E. A. Frkeman, 
D.C.L., LL.D. With Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svo. 

** Those who know Italy wdlwiUrdroce their sUpev^ikde^hi in 
Mr, Fneman*s anntany^ and find him a most interesiing guide 
and instructor.*' — Examined. 

Garnett.— IDYLLS and epigrams. CUeBy from the Greek 
Anthology. By Richard Garnstt. Fcap. Svo. as. 6d. 

**A charming tittle booh. For English readers^ Mr, GameU's 
translations will open a new world of thought'* — WlSTMiNSTSk 

RjKVIBW. 

Gilmore.— storm warriors ; on, LIFE-BOAT WORK 
ON THE GOODWIN SANDS. By the Rev. John Gilmore, 
M.A., Rector of Holy Trinity, Ranisgate, Author of "The 
Ramsgate life-Boat," in Macmillan's Magazine, Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6^. 
" 7^ stories^ which are said to be literally exacts are more thrilling 

than anything in fiction. Mr, Gilmore has done a good worh as 

well as written a good booh," — ^Daily Nrws. 

Guesses at Truth,— By Two Brothers. i8mo. ^. fid. 

Golden Treasury Series. 

Hamerton.— A PAINTER'S CAMP. Second £diti<w, revised. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. 

'* These pages^ written with infinite spirit and humour^ bring into 
close rooms f bach upon tired heads ^ the breezy airs of Lancashire 
moors and Highland lochs, with a freshness wHch no recent 
novelist has succeeded in preserving.'* — ^Nonconformist. 

Harry. — ^A POEM. By the Author of "Mrs. Jemmgham's 
Journal." Extra fcap. 8vo. y. 6d. 

Hawthorne.— THE LAUGHING mill ; and Other Stories. 

By Julian Hawthorne. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6^. 

**'A volume of permanent value, and among recent boohs fuite alone 
for subtU blending of individual and genaral human interest, poetic 
and psychological suggestion, and rare humour .... IVe 
cordially commend the stories to readers of all classes, hoping 
they will not pay the slightest attention to any one who tells them. 
beforehand they are wanting in human interest,' — CONTEMPORARY 
Review. 

Heine.— SELECTIONS from THE POETICAL WORKS 
OF HEINRICH HEINE. Transkted into English. Crown 
8vo. 4J. 6</. 

HigginSOn. — ^MALBONE : An Oldport Romance. By T. W, 
HiGGlNSON. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
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Hilda among the Broken Gods. — By the Author of 

"Ohrig Grange." Extra fcap. 8vo. ^s. 6d, 

Hobday. — cottage gardening ; or, flowers, 

FRUITS AND VEGETABLES FOR SMALL GARDENS. 

ByE. Hobday. Crown Svo. is. 6d, 

** A sensible and useful little ^o^^^."— AtheN/EUM. 

Hooper and Phillips.— a manual of marks on 

POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Easy Refer- 
ence. By W. H. Hooper and W. C. Philups. With numerous 
Illustrations. Second Edition, revised. i6mo. ^. 6d, 
*^ It is one of the most complete^ and beyond all comparison, the 
handiest volume of the hind*'—ATHEifMUU, 

Hopkins.— ROSE TURQUAND. A Novel By Ellice 
Hopkins. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6r. 
" Hose Turquand is a noble heroine^ and the story of her sufferings 
and of her sacrifice is most touching, A tale of rare excellence,** — 
Standard. 

Horace.— WORD FOR word from HORACE. The Odes 
literally versified. By W. T. Thornton, CB. Crown 8vo. 

Hunt.— TALKS ABOUT ART. By William Hunt. With 
a Letter by J. E. Millais. Crown Svo. 3j. 6d, 

" They are singularly racy and iuggestvve*^ Pall Mall 

Gazette. 

Irving.^ Works by Washington Irving. 

OLD CHRISTMAS. From the Sketch Book. With upwaids 

of loo Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott, engraved by J. D. 

Cooper. Second Edition. Crown Svo. cloth elegant dr. 

" nis little volume is indeed a ^ww."— Daily News, •'(hie of the 

best and prettiest volumes we have seen this year, .... All the 

illustrations are equally charming- and equally worthy of the im» 

mortal words to which th^ are wedded** — Saturday Review. 

BRACEBRIDGE HALL. With 120 illustrations by R. Caldecott 
Crown Svo. doth gilt. 6j. 

' * No one who has seen * Old Christmas,* issued last year with 
charming illustrations by Mr, Caldecott, is likely lo forget the 
pleasure he derived from turning over its pages. Text ana illus^ 
trationSf both having a flavour of quaint , oldfashioned humour, 
at into each other to perfection, and leave an impression absolutely 
unique, , , . This work is in no respect b^nd its pre- 
decessor, " — Globe. 
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James* — Works by Henry James, jun. 

FRENCH POETS AND NOVELISTS. Crown 8vo. %s.6d. 

Contents : — Alfred de Mussct — Th^ophUe Gautier — Baudelaire — 
Honor^ de Balzac — George Sand — ^Tur^^nicff, etc • - 
" There has of late years appeared nothing upon French Kteraiure 
so intelligent as this book-so acutef so full of good sense, so free 
Jrom affectation and pretence " — AthrN/EUM. 

THE EUROPEANS. A Novel Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 
dr. 

THE AMERICAN. Crown 8vo. 6x. 

DAISY MILLER ; and Other Stories. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. aij. 

RODERICK HUDSON. Three Vols. Crown 8vo. 31 J. 6d 

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE ; and other Tales. Two 
Vols. Crown 8vo. 21s, 

Joubert.— PENSfiES of JOUBERT. Selected and Translated 
with the Original French appended, by Hbnry Attwell, Knight 
of the Order of the Oak Crown, Crown 8vo. 5^. 

Keary (A.)— Works by Annie Keary:— 

CASTLE DALY: THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME 
THIRTY YEARS AGO. New Edition. Crown 8vo. df. 
" Extremely touching, and at the same time thoroughly amusing,^ — 
Morning Post. 

JANET'S HOMK New Edition. Globe 8va zs. 6d. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s.6d 

OLDBURY. New and Cheaper Edition, Crown 8vo. &. 

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. Crown 8va 6s. 
" A very pleasant and thoroughly interesting 6ooh."^OHff Butu 

A DOUBTING HEART. Three Vols. Crown 8vo. 3IJ. 6d. 

Keary (JE.) — the MAGIC valley ; or, PATIENT 
ANTOINE. With lUustrations by E. V. B. Globe 8vo. gUt. 
4s, 6d, 
*M very pretty, tender, quaint little tale.^'— Times. 

Kingsley. — Works by the Rev. Charles Kingslsv; M.A., 
Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Westminster : — 

WESTWARD HO I or. The Voyages and Adventures of Sir 
Amyas Leigh. Forty-third Thousand. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

TWO YEARS AGO. 24th Thousand. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
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Kingsley (C.)— f(7«//»««/. 

HYPATIA ; or, New Foes with an Old Face. Tenth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

YEAST : A Problem. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6r. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a Prefatory Memoir by 
Thomas Hughes, Q.C, and Portrait of the Author. Crown 
8to. df. 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. With 
Illustrations by Sir Noel Paton, R.S.A., and P. Skelton. 
New Edition. Crown 8yo. 6x. 

" In Jun^ in humour, and in innocent imagimUion, as a child s 
book we do not know its equal** — London Review. ^*Mr» 
Kingsley must kcpve the credit ofrevecUing'to us a new order oflife* 
. . . There is in the * Water Babies* an abundance of wit^ funt 
good humour, geniality, ^an, go** — Times. 

THE HEROES ; or, Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. With 
niustretions. New Edition. Crown 8vo. ^, 

*' We do not think these heroic stories have ever been more cUtrcu:tvuely 
told, . . There is a deep under^current of religious feeling tracedlde 
throughout its pc^es which is sure to influence young reckders power* 
fully?* — ^London Review. " One of the children* s booh that 
will surely become a classic," — Nonconformist. 

PHAETHON or, Loose Thoughts for Loose Thinkers. Third 
Edition. Crown 8Ya 2s. 

POEMS; including The Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, 
Ballads, etc. Complete Collected Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. o^. 

7>5^ Spectator calls ** Andromeda'* ** the flnest piece of English 
hexameter verse thai has ever been written. It is a volumi 
which many readers will be glad to possess,** 

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD. Fourth Edition. Crown 
Sva dr. 

Contents :—i€ Charm or Birds; Chalk-Stream Studies; The 
Fens ; My Winter' Garden ; From Ocean to Sea; North Devon, 

** Altogether a ddightjul book, , , , , It exhibits the author's best 
traits, and cannot fail to infect the reader with a love of nature 
and of out'door life and its enjoyments. It is well calculated to 
brif^ a gleam of summer with its pleasant associations, into the 
bleak wintertime; while a better companion for a summer ramble 
could hardly be found,**'-BKiTiSK Quarterly Review. 

GLAUCUS ; or, THE WONDERS OF THE SEA-SHORE. 

With Coloured Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Crow n 8vo. 6s, 
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Kingsley {^>j— continued. 

MADAM HOW AND LADY WHY ; or, First Lessons in Earth- 
Lore for Children. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

HEALTH EDUCATION. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

Kingsley (H.)— Works by Henry Kingslky :— 
THE LOST CHILD. With Eight lUustrations by Frolich. 
Crown 4to. cloth gilt y. 6^ 

" A pcUhetic story f and told so as to give children an interest m 
Australian ways and scenery, "— Globs. ' * Very cAarmingly and 
very touchingly told'* — SATURDAY Review. 

TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated. With Eight full- 
page Illustrations by Huard. Fifth Edition. Crown Sva 
doth, extra gilt 5j. 

*^lVe know no better book for those who want knowledge or seek to 
refresh it. As /or the * sensational^* most narvHs are tame com* 
pared with these narratives," — AxHENiEUM. '* Exactly the book 

to interest and to do good to intelligent and high-spirited beys,'* 

Literary Churchbcan. 

KnatchbuU-Hugessen.^Works by E. h. Knatchbull. 

HUGESSEN, M.P, :— 

CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With lUnstxft- 
tions by Jbllicoe and Elwss. Fifth Edition. Crown 8va p. 
** A Jascinating little volume^ which will make him friends in every 
household in which there are children,** — Daily News. 

QUEER FOLK. FAIRY STORIES. lUustrated by S. E. 
Waller. Fourth Edition. Crown 8va Cloth gilt. 5^. 
** Decidedly the authof's happiest effort, . . • One of the best story 
books of the year,** — ^HouB. 

Knox.— SONGS OF CONSOLATION. By Isa Craig Knox. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt ed^es. ^, 6d, 

" The verses are truly sweet ; there is tn them not only much genuitu 

poetic quality f but an ardent^ flowing devotedness^ and a peculiar 

skill in propounding theological tenets in the most graceful toay^ 

which any divine might envy** — Scotsman. 

Leading Cases done into EngHsh. By^ Apprentice oi 

Lincoln's Inn. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 2j. 6^. 

" The versifier oj these ^Leading Cases* has been most successful. 
He lias surrounded his legal distinctions with a halo of mock 
i>assion which is in itself in the highest degree entertaining, especi- 
ally when the style of the diijerent modern poets is so idmitably 
hit off that the cloud of associations which hangs round one oj 
Mr, Swinburn/Sf or Mr, HossettPs, or Mr, Browning*s, or Mr. 
Clough*Sj or Mr. Tennyson's poems, is summoned up to set off 
the mock tenderness or mock patriotism of the strain itself — 
Spectator. 
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Lcland— JOHNNYKIN AND THE GOBLINS. By C. G. 
Leland, Author of '* Hans Breitmann's Ballads." With numerous 
Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. 6^. 

^* Mr. Lcland is rich in fantastic conception and full <^ rollicking 
fun, and youngsters mill amazingly enjoy his book. -^"Bkitisb. 
Quarterly Review. 

Life and Times of Conrad the Squirrel, a stoxy 

for Children. By the Author of " Wandering WiUie," " Effie^s 
Friends," && With n Frontispiece by R. Farrbn. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

** Having commenced on the first page^ we were compdled to go <m to 
the conclusion^ and this we predict will be the case with every one 
who opens the book,** — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Little Estella, and other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 
i8mo. doth extra. 2s, 6d. 

Loftie.— FORTY-SIX SOCIAL TWITTERS. By Mrs. Loptie. 
Second Edition. i6nio. 2J. 6d. 

^*Many of these essays are bright and pleasant, and extremely sen- 
sible remarks are scattered about the book.** — ATHENiEUM. 

Lome. — ^Works by the Marquis of Lorne : — 
GUIDO AND LITA : A TALE OF THE RIVIERA. A Poem. 
Third Edition. Small 4to. doth elegant, with Illustrations, fs, 6d, 

** Lord Lome has the gifts of expression as well as the feelings of a 
poet. *' — ^TiMES. ** A volume of graceful and harmonious verse. " — 
Standard. '' We may congratulate the Marquis on something 
more than a mere succh t^estime,** — Graphic. ^* Lucidity of 
thought and gracefulness of expression abound in this attractive 
poem.** — Morning Post. 

THE BOOK OF THE PSALMS, LITERALLY RENDERED 
IN VERSE. With Three Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. 7j. 6d. 

" His version is such a great improvement upon Rous that it will be 
surprising should it not supplant the old versum in the Scottish 
churches, , . , on the whole, it would not be rash, to call Lord 
Lomis the best rhymed Psalter we ^iz/^."— Athen/bum. 

Lowell.— Complete poetical works of james russell 

Lowell. With Portrait, engraved by Jeens. iSmo. cloth extra. 
4^. td. 

' All readers who are able to recognise and appreciate ginuine verse 
will give a glad welcome to this beautiful little volume.** — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 
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Lyttelton. — Work* by LoRD Lyttblton : — 

THE "COMUS" OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verac 
Extra fcap. Svo. 5^. 

THE "SAMSON AGONISTES" OF MILTON, rendered into 
Greek Verse. Extra fcap. Svo. df. 6d, 

Maclaren.— THE FAIRY family, a series of Ballads and 
Meftrical Tales illustrating the Fairy Mythology of Europe. By 
Archibald Maclaren. With Frontispiece, Illustrated Title, 
and Vignette. Crown Svo. gilt Sj. 

Macmillan's Magazine.— Published Monthly. Price u. 
Volumes I. to XXXIX. are now ready. 7^. 6d, each. 

Macquoid. — Works by Katharine S. Macquoid. 

PATTY. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. dr. 

" A book to be read,*' — Standard. '* A powerful and fascinating 
story,"— Baily Telegraph. 

THE BERKSHIRE LADY. Crown Svo. lor. 6d, 

Maguirc— YOUNG prince marigold, and OTHER 
FAIRY STORIES. By the late John Francis Maguire, M.P. 
Illustrated by S. E. Waller. Globe Svo. gilt 4s, 6d. 

MahafFy. — Works by J. P. Mahaffy, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Dublin. 

SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENAN- 
DER. Third Edition, enlarged, with New Chapter on Greek 
Art Crown Svo. gs, 
** Should be in the hands of all who desire thoroughly to understand 

and to enjoy Greek literature^ and to get an intelligent idea of the 

old Greek life," — Guardian. 

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. Illustrated. Second 

Edition, revised and enlarged, with Map. Crown Svo. lor. 6d, 
. *' A singularly instructive and agreeable volume.** — Athen^bum. 
** This charmingly picturesque and Ivvdy volume** — Examiner. 

Massey.— SONGS OF THE NOONTIDE REST. By Lucy 
Massey, Author of " Thoughts from a Girl*s Life." Fcap. Svo. 
cloth extra. 4^. (id, 

Masson (Mrs.)— three centuries of English 

POETRY : being selections from Chaucer to Herrick, with Intro- 
ductions and Notes by Mrs. Masson and a general introduction by 
Professor Majsson. Extra fcap. Svo. 3J. ta, 
*^ Most excellently done. The selections are made with good taste 
and discrimination. The notes, too, are to the point. We can 
most strongly recommend the book" — Westminster Review. 
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Masson (Professor). — works by David Masson, m.a., 

Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University 
of Edinburgh. 

WORDSWORTH, SHELLEY, KEATS, AND OTHER 
ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 177a Crown 8vo. 5^. 

THE THREE DEVH^S : LUTHER'S, MILTON'S, and 
GOETHE'S ; and other Essays. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

Mazini.— IN the golden shell ; a story of Palermo. By 
Linda Mazini. With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. cloth gilt. 4J. td. 

Mcrivalc— KEATS' Hyperion, rendered into Latin Verse. 
By C. MXRIVALE, B.D. Second Edition. Extra fcap. Svo. 
3 J. td. 

Milner. — the lily of LUMLEY. By Edith Milner. 
Crown 8vo. 7j. 6^. 

Milton's Poetical Works, — Edited with Text collated from 
the best Authorities, with Introduction and Notes by David 
Masson. Three vols. 8vo. 42J. With Three Portraits engraved by 
C. H. Jeens. (Uniform with the Cambridge Shakespeare.) 
*' An edUum of Milton which is certain to be the standard edition 

for many years to come, and which is as complete and satisfactory 

as can be conceived "^-T^XAMi^n^ 
Golden Treasury Edition. By the same Editor. With Two 

Portraits. 2 vols. i8mo. 9^. 

Mistral (F.) — MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans- 
lated by H. Crichton. Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. 

Mitford (A. B.)— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B. 

MiTFORD, Second Secretary to the Briti^ Legation in Tapan. 

With Illustrations drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists 

New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6f. 

** They will always be interesting as memorials 0/ a most exceptional 
society; whiles regarded simply as tales, they are sparkling, sensa^^ 
Honed, and dramatic.'^— ^k!UL Mall Gazette. 

Molesworth. — Works by Mrs. Molesworth (Ennis 
Graham) : — 
GRANDMOTHER DEAR. Illustrated by Walter Crane. 
Eighth Thousand. Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4^. dd, 
*' Charmingly written patres^ full of delightful but simple adventures, 
healthy in tone,** — Examiner. 

TELL ME A STORY. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Globe 
8vo. gilt. 4J. 6^. Fifth Thousand. 

**So delightful that we are inclined to join in the petition, and we 
hope ^e may soon tell us more stories,* — ^ATHENiEUM. 
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MoleSWOrth (HLrs.)--cofitinued. 

" CARROTS " : JUST A LITTLE BOY. lUustrated by Walter 
Crane. Ninth Thousand. Globe 8vo. gilt. 41. ^. 

'' Oneoftfu cleverest and most pleasif$g stories U Aas'dem our good 
fortune to tneet with for some tune. * Carrots * and his sister are 
delightful little beings, whom to read about is at once to be become 
very fond of — EXAMINER. 

THE CUCKOO CLOCK. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Eighth 
Thousand. Globe 8vo. gilt, 4J. 6^. 

" A bedutifid little story, . . . ItwUl be read with ddight by 
every child into whose hands it is placed, . . . Ennis (^rtham 
deserves all the praise that has been, is, and will be, bestowed on 
* The Cuckoo Clock.' Children's stories are plenty, but one like 
this is not to be nut with every day'' — Pall Mall Gazette. 

THE TAPESTRY ROOM. Illustrated by Walter CRane 
Globe 8vo, gilt. 4J. 6^. [Immediately. 

Moulton. — SWALLOW FLIGHTS. Poems by Louisa Chand- 
ler MoxTLTON. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4;. 6d. 

The ATHENiEUM says : — '' Mrs, Moulton has a real claim to atten- 
tion. It is not too much to say of these poems that they exhibit 
delicate and rare beauty, marked origifiality, and perfection of 
style. What is still better, they impress us with a sense of vivid 
and subtle imagination, and that spontaneous feding which is the 
essence of lyrical toetry'' 

Moultrie. — POEMS by John Moultrie. Complete Edition. 

2 vols. Crown 8vo. 71. each. 
Vol I. MY BROTHER'S GRAVE, DREAM OF LIFE, &c. 

With Memoir by the Rev. Prebendary Coleridge. 
Vol. n. LAYS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, and other Poems. 

With notices of the Rectors of Rugby, by M. H. Blgxham, 

F. K* A. h>. 

Mrs. Jerningham's Journal, a Poem puxporting to be the 

Journal of a newly-married Lady. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 

y, 6d, 

'*It is nearly a perfect gem. We have had nothing so good for a 
long time, and those who neglect to read it are neglecting one of 
the jewels of contemporary histofy,"—EDisBVKGH Daily Re- 
view. ** One quality in the piece, sufficient of itself to claim a 
moments attention, is that it is unique— original, indeed, is not too 
strong a zuord—in the manner of its conception and execution." 
—Pall Mall Gazette. 
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MudlC— STRAY LEAVES. By C. E. Mudie. New Edition. 
Extea fcap. 8vo. jj. 6d, Contents :—" His and Mine"— 
"Night and Day"—" One of Many," &c 

This HiOe volume consists of a number of poems^ mostly ofagenuindy 
divoHonal character. " Th^ are for the most part so exqmsUdv 
sweet and delicate as to be quite a marvel Of composition. They art 
worthy of being laid uf in the recesses of the hearty and recalled to 
memory from time to time** — Illustrated London News. 

Murray,— ROUND about France. By e. c. Grenville 

Murray. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6d. 

" A most amusing series of articles,** — ATHENiEUM. 

Myers (Ernest). — Works by Ernest Myers ;— 
THE PURITANS. Extra fcap. 8vo. doth, zs, 6d. 
POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4s, 6d. 

" The diction is excellent, the rhythm fal^s pleasantly on the ear, 
there is a classical flaoour in the verse which is eminently graleful, 
the thought and imagery are poetical in character** — ^Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Myers (P. W. H.)— poems. By F. W. H. Myers. Con- 
taining "St. Paul,'^ "St John," and others. Extra fcap. Svo. 

"7/ is rare to find a writer who combines to such an extent the faculty 
of communicating fedit^ with the faculty of eupkonious expres- 
sion. ** — Spectator. 

ST. PAUL. A Poem. New Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 2j. 6d. 

Nichol HANNIBAL, A HISTORICAL DRAMA. By John 

NiCHOL, B.A. Oxon., Regius Professor of English Language and 
Literature in the University of Glasgow. Extra fcap. 8vo. ^s. 6d, 

Nine Years Old.— By the Author of "St Olave's," "When I 
was a Little Girl," &c. Illustrated by Frolich. Fourth Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4J. 6d. 

Noel.— BEATRICE AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. 
RoDEN Noel. Fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

Noel (Lady Augusta). — Works by Lady Augusta Noel :— 

OWEN GWYNNE*S GREAT WORK. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s, 

FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION. Two Vols. 
Crown 8vo. [Shortly, 

B 
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Norton*— -Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton :— 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. With Vignette and Fnmtispiece. 
Eighth Edition. Fcap. Svo. 41. CcL 

**J*ull of thought well expressed^ ana may be classed among her best 
efforts,'*— TlUE^, 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New Edition. Crown Svo. di. 

Oliphant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant : — 

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New 
Edition with UlustiatioBs. Royal i6mo. gilt leaves. 4;. 6d, 

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Crown Svo. df. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. Crown Svo. 6s. Sixth Edition 
" We can pronounce it one of the happiest of her recent efforts.^' — 
Times. 

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE : Dante, Giotto, Savonarola, 
and their City. With Illustrations from Drawings by Professor 
Delamotte, and a Steel Portrait of Savonarola, engraved by C. H. 
Jeens. Second Edition with Preface. Medium Svo. Cloth extra. 
2 1 J. 

The Edinburgh Review says '• We cannot leave this suHect 
without expressing our admiration for the beautiful volume which 
Mrs, Oliphant has devoted to the * Makers of Florence* —one of 
the most elegant and interesting books which has been inspired in 
our time by the arts and annals of that celebrated Republic** 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6t. 

THE BELEAGUERED CITY. Crown Svo. \Shortly, 

Our Year, a Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of *'John Halifax, Gentleman." Illustrated by Cla&sncb 
• DOBBLL. Royal i6mo. 3^. 6d, 

Palgrave. — Works bv Francis Turner Palgravb, M.A., late 
Fellow of Exeter CoUege, Oxford ; — 

THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 
GRANGE. A Book for Children. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hughes, and Engraved Title-page by Jeens. Small 4to. doth 
extra, df. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. Svo. dr. 

'M volume of pure quiet verse^ sparkling with tender mdodies^ and 
aliue with thoughts of genuine poetry, . . . Turn where we wiU 
throughout the volume^ we find traces of beauty^ tenderness^ and 
truth ; truepoefs work, touched and refined by ^ mcuter^hand of 
a real artistf who shows his genius even in tri/les.'*'^TAxn}JkXD, 
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PBlgravt—continiM/. 

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enkiged, x8ma is. &/. 

** So choice^ so perfect^ and so refined^ sd tender in^efUng^ 4md so 
scholarly in expressions that we look tvUh special interest to every* 
thing thai he gives us,'* — LlTSRASY Chu&chman. 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS 
Edited by F. T« Palokavx. i8mo. as. ^. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. 
Paloravx. With Vignette Title by Jeens. (Golden Tre«saiy 
Series.) i8mo. '4/. 6^. 

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL POETRY. 
Sdected and arranged with Notes by F. T. Palgrave. l8mo. 
2r. 6d.f and in Two Parts, is, eadi. 

HERRICK : SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS. 
With Notes. (Golden Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4^. 6d, 

PRINCESS SNOWDROP. A Child's Story. Extra fcap. 8yo. 

[Shortfy, 

Pater.— THE RENAISSANCE. Studies in Art and Poetry. By 
Walter Pater, Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. Second 
Edition, Revised, with Vignette, engraved by C. H. Jeens. Crown 
8vo. lar. 6d, 

** Mr. Pater's Studies in the history of the Renaissance^ constitute 
the most remarkable example of this younger movement towards a 
fresh and inner criticism^ and they are in themselves a singular 
and interesting addition to literature. The subjects are of the very 
kind in which we need instruction and guidance^ and there, i\ a 
moral in the viry choice of them. From the point of view of form 
and literary com^sition they are striking in- the highest degree. 
They introduce to English readers a new and distinguished^ mdster 
in the great ana difficult art of writing prose. Their style is 
marked by a flavour at once full and exquisite^ by a fuality that 
mixes richness with delicacy and a firm coherency with infinite 
subtlety,** — Fortnightly Review. 

Patmorc— THE children's garland, from the Best 
Poets. Selected aid arranged by Coventry Patmorb. New 
Edition. With Illustrations bv J. Lawson. Crown 8vo. gilt ts. 
Golden Treasury Edition. i8mo. 4;. 6d, 

Peel.— ECHOES FROM horeb, and other poems. 

By Edmund Peel, * Author of ''An Ancient City," etc Crown 
8vo. 3J. 6d. 

B 2 
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Pember.— THE TRAGEDY OF LESBOS. A Diamatu: Poem. 
By E. H. PXMBXX. Fcap. Sva 4/. (m/. 

Phillip8.-r-BENEDICTA. A Nova By Mrs. Alfmd Philups. 
3 Vols. Crown 8yo. 31/. td. 

Phillips (S. K.)— ON THE SEABOARD ; and Other Poems. 
By Susan K. Phillips. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. ^r. 
" Tkert is muck thai is charming in these poems ^ and well worth 
preserving^** — ^ExAMiNXK. 

PhilpOt. — A POCKET OF PEBBLES, WITH A FEW 
SHELLS ; Being Fragments of Reflection, now and then with 
Cadence, made up mostly by the Sea-shore. By the Rev. W. B. 
Philpot. Second Edition, picked, sorted, and polished anew ; 
with Two Ula&trations by GsoRGE Smith. Fcap. Svo. S'* 

Poets (English).— A selection of English poetry, 

with Introductions. Edited by T. H. WARD, M.A. Four Vols. 
Crown 8vo. (Vols. I. and II. will be published in November.) 

Poole.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 
OF ENGLAND. By BIa&garbt E. Pools. New and Cheaper 
Edition. With Frontispiece by XL Farren. Crown 8vo. ^,&i. 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French 

of E. Van Bruysskl. Edited by the Author of "The Heir of 
Reddyfle." ¥^tfa Illustrations by BscKXX. Cheaper Edition. 
' Crown 8va gilt. 4s, 6d, 

" A whimsical and charming little ^i.**— ATHXNiBUil. 

Potter.- LANCASHIRE MEMORIES. By Louisa Potter. 
Crown 8vo. 6s, 

**A short and simple story of family Itfe in ' One Sweet Village, 
told with an unpretending grace and gentle humour which we 
should often be glad to meet with in more ambitious pa^es.** — 
Daily News. 

Prince Florestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By 

Himself. New Edition, with Illustration and Map. 8vo. doth. 
Extra gilt edges, o, A French Translation, 51. Also an Edition 
for the People. Crown 8vo. is, 

Quin,— GARDEN RECEIPTS. Edited by Cha;rles Quin. 
CroMrq 8va 2s, 6d, 

The most uufiU book for the' garden that ha9 bfen pnbliskid for 
sometime.** — Florist and PoMOLOGiSTf 
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Rachel OUiver— a Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 3IJ. td. 

Realmah. — ^By the* Author of "Friendi in'; Cotmcfl." Crown 
8vo. ^, 

Rhoades*— POEMS. By Jambs Rhoadbs. Feap. 8vo. V. M 

Richardson.— THE ILIAD of the east, a Selection of 
L^ends drawn froin Valmild's Sanskrit Poem, " The Ramayana.'* 
By Fredb&ika Richardson. Crown 8va 7^.. hd, 

» 

Rimmer.— ANCIENT STREETS AND HOMEStEADS OF 
ENGLAND. By Alfred Rimmer. With Introduction by the 
Very Rev. J. S. HowsON, D.D., Dean of Chester. With 150 
Illustrations by the Author. Royal 8vo, cloth elegant. Cheaper 
issue, los, 6d, 

** All the illustrations are clear and goody and they are eminently 
truthful, , , , A book which gladdens the eye while it instructs 
and imprcmes the m«</."— Standard. ** One of the most 
interesting and beautiful books we have seen this season, • . . 
It is full of knowledge^ tke result of exact and faithful study^ most 
readable and interesting; the illustrations are simply exquinteP, 
— Nonconformist. 

Robinson.— GEORGE LINTON ; OR, THE FIR^T YEARS 
OF AN ENGLISH COLONY. By John Robinson, F.R.G.S. 
Crown 8vo. 7j. dd, 

Rossetti. — Works by CHRISTINA RossBTTi :— 

POEMS. Complete Edition, containmg " Goblin Market," "The 
Prince's Progress," &c. With Four Illustrations. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 6x. 

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. XUnstrated by Arthur Hughes. 
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 4^. td, 

" Certain to be a delight to many a juvenile fireside circle,** — 
Morning Post. 

Ruth and her Friends, a Story for GirU.^ With a FrontU- 
piece. Seventh Edition, Extra fcap. 8vo. 41. 6d, 

Scouring of The White Horse; or, the Long 

VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERIC Illustrated 
by DoYLB. Imp. i6ma Cheaper Issue. %s, 6d, 
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Shakespeare ••^The Works of William Srakkspkars. Can* 
bridge Edition. Edited hy W. Gkorgk Clark, M.A. and W. 
Aldis Wright, M.A. Nine yol& 8to. cloth. 

Shakespeare's Plays. — An attempt to detennine the Chrono- 
logical Order. By the Rev. H. Paine Stores, B.A. Extra 
fcap. 8Vo. 4J. 6d. 

Shakespeare Scenes and Characters. — a Series of 

Illustrations designed by Adamo^ Hofmann, Makart, Pscht, 
ScHWOBRER, and Speiss, engraved on Steel by Bankel, Bauer, 
Goldberg, Raab, and Schmidt; with Explanatory Text, 
selected and arranged by Professor DowDEX. Royal 8vo. Cloth 
elegant 2/. I2J. od. 

Also a LARGE PAPER EDITION, India Proofs. FoUo, half, 
morocco elegant 4/. 14^. 6d. 

Shakespeare's Tempest. Edited with Glossarial and Ex. 

planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jbphson. New Edition, 
i^mo. IS, 

Slip (A) in the Pens.— illustrated by the Author. Crown 
8yo. ts, 

Smedley— TWO dramatic poems. By Menella Bute 
Smedley, Author of " Lady Grace," &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6*. 

" May be read with enjoynunt and proJU,^^ — Saturday Review. 
Smith. — POEMS. By Cathbrinx Barnard Smith. Faip. 

Smith (Rev. Walter).— hymns OF CHRIST AND the 

CHRISTIAN LIFE. By the Rev. Walter C. Smith, M.A. 
Fcap. Svo. 6/. 

Stephen (C. E.)— the service of the poor ; being 
an Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment ol 
Religions Sisterhoods for Charitable Purposes. By Carolinb 
Emilia Stephen. Crown Svo. 6j. ddT. 

" It touches incidentally and with much wisdom and tenderness <m 
so many of the relations of womeH^ particularly of singli womm, 
with sociiky, that it may he read with advantage hy many who 
have never thought of entering a Sisterhood"'^SFVCTATOK, 
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Stephens (J. B.)— convict once, a Pom. By J. 

Brunton Stephens. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. (id, 

** It is as far more interesting than ninety-nine novels out of a 

hundred^ as His superior to them in power^ worth, and beauty. 

We should most stron^y adznse everybody to read * Convict Once, ** 

— Westminster Review. 

Streets and Lanes of a City : Being the Reminiscences 
of Amy Dutton. With a Preface by the Bishop of Salis- 
bury. Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8yo. 2s. 6d. 
** One of the most really striking books that hasez/er come brfore us," 
— ^Literary Churchman. 

Thompson.— A handbook to the public picture 

GALLERIES OF EUROPE. With a brief sketch of the 
History of the various schools of Painting from the thirteenth 
century to the eighteenth, inclusive. By Kate Thompson. 
Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

" A very remarkable memoir of the several great schools of paintings 
and a singularly lucid exhibition of the principal treasures of all 
the chief and some of the smaller picture galleries of Europe, 
This unpretending book which does so much for the history of art 
is also a traveller's guide-book; a guide-book, moreover, so con- 
venient in arrangement and comprehensive in design that it will 
not fail to become the companion of the majority of English 
tourists, . . . The large crowd of ordinary connoisseurs who 
only care to know a little about pictures, and the choicer body of 
intellis[ent students of all artistic objects that fall in their way, wUl 
extol the compact little volume as the model of what an art 
explorer's vade mecum should be. It will also be found in the 
highest degree serviceable to the more learned connoisseurs and 
trudite authorities on the matter of art J** — Morning Post. 

« 

Thring. — SCHOOL songs, a Collection of Songs for Schools. 
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. E. 
Thring and H. Riccius. Folio. *js, 6d, 

Tom Brown's School Days. — By An Old Boy. 

Golden Treasuxy Edition, 4s, 6d, People's Edition, 2s, 

With Seven Illustrations by A. Hughes and Sydney Hall. 

Crown 8vo. 6s, 

** The most famous bo/s book in the language," — Daily News. 

Tom Brown at Oxford. — New Edition. With illustrations. 

Crown 8vo. 6s, 

**Inno other work that we can call to mind are the finer qualihes of 
the English gentleman more happUy portrayed," —l^hXLY News. 
•M book of great power and truth?*— Ts ATIOVAL Review. 
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Tourgenief.— VIRGIN SOIL. By L Tourgenikf. Trans- 
lated by AsHTON W. DiLKE. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. ts, 

^* If we want to knew Russian life and society in all its phases . . . 
we cannot do better than take up the works of the greeUest of 
Russian novelists^ and one of the greatest in all European litera- 
ture, Ivan Tourgeniefi^ ^DhiLY rf EWS. 

Trench. — ^Worka by R. Chknkvix Trench, D.D., Archbishop 
of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see Thxologicai^ 
Historical, and Philosophical Catalogues.) 

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. 8vo. ^s, 6d. 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop Trench. Third Edition, 
revis^, extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 6d, 

' * The Archbishop has conferred in this delightful volume an important 
gift on the whole English-speaking papulation of the world. " — 
Pall Mall Gazette. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chiefly Lyrical Sdectcd and 
arranged for Use. By Archbishop Trench. Third Edition, 
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo. Is, 

Turner. — ^Works by the Rev. Charles Tennyson Turner : — 

SONNETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap. 
8vo. 4^ . 6d, 

SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6^ 

Tyrwhitt.— OUR SKETCHING CLUB. Letters and Studies 
on Landscape Art By Rev. R. St. John Tyrwhitt, M.A. 
With an Authorized Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts 
in Professor Ruskin's " Elements of Drawing." Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 7j. 6d, 

Under the Limes.— By the Author of " Christina North." 
Second Edition. Crown svo. 6s, 

Webster. — Works by Augusta Webster : — 

*' If Mrs, Webster only remains true to herself ^ she will assuredly 
take a higher rank as a poet than any woman has yet done%*^ — 
Westminster Review. 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

" A volume as strongly marked by perfect ta^te as by poetic power, "^^^^ 
Nonconformist. 
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Webster ^Augusta)— ^^^^/^Vw**^ 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. Is. 6d. 
**Mrs. Webster has shown us that she is able to draw admirably 
from the life; that she can observe with subtlety ^ and render her 
observations with delicacy; that she can impersonate complex con- 
ceptions and venture into recesses of the ideal world into which 
few living writers can follow her.** — Guardian. 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. drf. 

**Mrs, Webster^ s toems exhibit simplicity and tenderness . • • her 
taste is perfect , . . This simplicity is combined with a subtlety of 
thought, feelings and observation wJuch demand that attention which 
only real lovers of poetry are apt to bestow** — Westminster 
Review. 
" Closeness and simplicity combined with literary skill** — Athe- 
NiEUM. " Mrs, Webstet^s * Dramatic Studies* and * Translation 
of Prometheus* have won for her an honourable place among our 
female poets. She writes with remarkable vigour and dramatic 
recUization, and bids fair to be the most success fid claimant of Mrs, 
Brovming's mantle, —Bkitisk Quarterly Review. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. Literally translated into English 
Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3/. 6d. 

** Mrs, Webster's translation surpasses our utmost expeetatums. It is 
a photograph of the original without any of that harshness which 
so often accompanies a photograph,** -^Vfjss^uitusTVR. Review. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap.Sva 5j. 
'' The * Auspicious Day* shows a marked advance, not only in art, 
but, in what is of tar more importance, in brecuUh of thought and 
intellectual grasp,** — Westminster Review. ** This drama is 
a manifestation of high dramatic power on the part of the gifted 
writer, and entitled to our warmest admiration, as a worthy piece 
0/ work,** — Standard. 

YU-PE-YA'S LUTE. A Chinese Tale in English Verse. Extra 

fcap. 8yo. ^r. 6d, 

** A very charming tale, charmingly told in dainty verse, with 
occasional lyrics of tender beauty,** — Standard. " We close the 
book with the renewed comnction that in Mrs, Webster we have a 
profound and original 1>oet, The book is marked not by mere 
sweetness of mdody — rare as that gift is — but by the infmitdy 
rarer gifts of dramatic power, of passion, and sympathetic insight,** 
— Westminster Review. 

A HOUSEWIFE'S OPINIONS. Crown 8vo. 7j.6^. 

** Mrs, Webster has studied social subjects profoundly, and her 
opinions are worthy of every consideration, , , . No one can read 
Mrs, Webster's books without immediately perceiving she is a 
woman of genius, possessed of remarkable commonsense and a 
rare faculty of expression,** — MORNIKG Post. 
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White.— RHYMES BY WALTER WHITE. 8vo. 7/. (k/. 

Whittier.— JOHN greenleaf whittier's poetical 

WORKS. Complete Edition, with Portrait engraved by C. H. 

Tkens. i8mo. 4J. &/. 

'* Mr, Whittier has all the smooth melody and the pathos of the author 

of * Hiawatha,^ with a greater nicety of description and a 

quainter fancy,** — Graphic. 

WillOUghby.— FAIRY guardians, a Book for the Young. 
By F. WiLLOUGHBY. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. gilt 5j. 
**A dainty and ddicious tale of the good old-fashioned type,** — 
Saturday Review. 



Wolf.— THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIMALS. 

Twenty Illustrations by Joseph Wolf, engraved by J. W. and E. 

Whymper. With descriptive Letter-press, by D. G. Elliot, 

F.L.S. Super royal 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges. 21J. 

This is the last series of drawings which will be made by Mr, Wblj^ 
either upon wood or stone. The Pall Mall Gazette says : 
" The fierce^ untamable side of brute nature has never received a 
more robust and Tngorous interpretation^ and the various incidents 
in which particular character is shown are set forth with rare dra- 
matic power. For excellence that will endure^ we incline to place 
this very near the top of the list of Christmas booksJ* And the 
Art Journal observes^ ^^ Rarely^ if ever, have we seen ammal 
life more forcibly and beautifully depicted than in this really 
splendid volume. 

Also, an Edition in royal folio, Proo& before Letters, each Proof 
signed by the Engravers. 

Woolner.- MY beautiful lady. By Thomas Woolner, 

With a Vignette by A. Hughes. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

" No man can read this poem without being struch by the fitness and 

finish of the workmanships so to speak^ as well as by the chastenea 

and unpretending loftiness of thought which pervades the whole,*' 

— Globe. 

Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of " Rays 
of Sunlight" With a Vignette and Frontispiece. iSmo.limp. is, 
** The sSection aims at popularity, and deserves it,** — Guardian. 

Wordsworth, select poems of. Chosen ani Edited, 
with Preface by Matthew Arnold. Fine Edition of the 
Golden Treasury Volume. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper, with 
Portrait of Wordsworth, engraved by C. H. Jeens, and Printed 

• on India Paper. [Shortly, 
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Yonge (C. M.)--New lUustrated Edition of Novels and Tales 
by Charlotte M. Yonge. 

In Sixteen Monthly Volumes : — 

Vol. I. THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. With Illustrations by 
Kate Greenaway. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

II, HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations by Kate Greenaway. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

III. HOPES AND FEARS. With Illustrations by Herbert 
Gandy. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

IV. DYNEVOR TERRACE. With Illustrations by Adrian 
Stokes. 

V. THE DAISY CHAIN. lUustrated by J. P. Atkinson. 

VI. THE TRIAL. Illustrated by J. P. Atkinson. [December. 

Yonge (O. M.) — Works by Charlotte M. Yonge. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. New Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6j. ^ 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. New Edition. 
Crown 8yo. df . 

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; or, THE WHITE AND 
BLACK RIBAUMONT. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade, 
niustrated. New Edition. i8mo. 2J. 6^. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, witii Coloured 
Illustrations. i8mo. 4J. 6^. 

THE LITTLE DUKE : RICHARD THE FEARLESS. |New 
Edition. Illustrated. i8mo. 2f. 6^. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. Golden 
Treasury Series). 4;. 6^. Cheap Edition, is, 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From Rollo to 
Edward II. Extra fcap. 8va 5^. Third Edition, enlarged. 5^. 

Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Third Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8yo. $/. 

*^ Instead of dry details*^ says the Nonconformist, "iw have 
living pictures^ faiih/uly vvuid^ and striking,^^ 
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Yonge (C. M.)—confifiued. 

Third Skries. THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

Fourth Series. REFORMATION TIMES. Extra Fcap. 8vo. 

P's AND Q's ; OR, THE QUESTION OF PUtTING UPON. 
With Illustrations by C. O. Murray. New £dition.| Globe 
Svo, dotli gilt 4J . 6d, 

** One of her most successful Jittie pieces .... just what a narrative 
should be^ each incuUnt simply and naturally related^ no preaching 
or moralUdngf and yet the moral coming out most powerfully, ana 
the whole story not too longy or with the least appearance of being 
spun <iti/. ''•—Literary Churchman. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE; or, UNDER WODE, 
UNDER RODE. New Edition. Two vols, crown 8yo. I2x. 

LADY HESTER; or, URSULA'S NARRATIVE. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES; or, A FADED PHOTOGRAPH. 
New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

THE THREE BRIDES. New Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 

12S. 

MAGNUM BONUM ; or, Mother Carey's Brood. Three Vols. 
Crown 8vo. 31X. td, [Shortly, 

BYWORDS: A VOLUME OF TALES. Crown 8vo. [Shortly. 
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MAGMILUN'S GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. 

Uniformly printed in i8mo., with Vignette Titles by J. 

K MiLLAlS; T, WOOLNKR, W. HOLMAN HUNT, Sir NOEL 

pATONy Arthur Hughes, &c. Engraved on Steel by 
Jeens. Bound in extra cloth, 4s. 6d. each volume. Also 
kept in morocco and calf bindings. 

** Masrs, MacmUlan have, in their Golden Treasury Series, especially 
provided editions of standard works, volumes of sdected podry, and 
origi$uU eompositiom, which entitle this series to be called classical. 
Nothing can be better than the literary execution, nothing more 
elegant than the material tuorhmanship" -^British Quarterly 
Review. 

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and 

LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUA-GE. 

Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Francis Turner 

Palgrave. 

" This delightjul little volume, the Golden Treasuty, which contains 
many of the best original lyrical pieces and songs in our language, 
grouped vnth care and skill, so as to illustrate each other like the 
pictures in a wdl^rranged gallery.** — Quarterly Review. 

The Children's Garland from the best Poets. 

Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 

*' // includes specimens of all the great masters in the art of poetry, 
selected with the matured judgment of a man concentrated on 
obtaining insight into the fedings and tastes of childhood, and 
desirous to awaken its finest impulses, to cultivate its keenest sensi* 
^i/r^."-— Morning Post. 

The Book of Praise. From the Best English Hymn Writers. 

Selected and arranged by Lord Selborne. A New and Enm 

larged Edition, 

** All previous compilations ot this kind must undeniably for the 
present give place to the nook of Praise. • . . The selection has 
been made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste. The 
pains involved in this compilation must have been immense, em- 
bracing, as it does, every writer of note in this specicd province of 
English literature, and ranging over the most widely divergent 
tracks of religious thought.**— Satukd AY Review. 
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The Fairy Book ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected 
and rendered anew by the Author of ** John Halifax, 
Gentleman." 

'* A delightful sdeaion, in a delightful external form ; fuU of the 
physical splendour and vast opulence of proper fairy tales,**" 
Sfectator. 

The Ballad Book, a Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. 
Edited by William Allingham. 

*' His taste as a judge of old poetry will be founds byailo^-quaintedwitA 
the various reading oj old English ballads^ true emi'^hto fustify 
his undertaking so critical a Am*."— SATURDAY RSVIEW. 

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected 
and arranged by Mark Lemon. 

** The fullest and best Jest book that has vet a/^iAim£"— Saturday 
Review. 

Bacon's Essays and Colours of Good and Evil. 

With Notes and Glossaiial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, 

M.A. 

** The beautiful little edition of Bacon^s Essays^ now before us, does 
credit to the taste and scholarship of Mr, Aldis Wright, , , , It 
puts the reader in possession of all the essential liierasy facts and 

• chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connection with 
Bacotfs life and times.**'-^VECi ATO^ 

The Pilgrim's Progress from this World to that which is to 
come. By John Bunyan. 
**A beautiful and scholarly reprint."— SvECTATOtL 

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Voung. 

Selected and arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

**A well-selected volume of Sacred Foetry."-^SvBCTATOR* 

A Book of Golden Deeds ot AU Times and AU Cotmtries 
Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of ** The Heir of 
Redclyffe." 

"... To the youngs for whom it is especially intended, as a most 
interesting collection of thrilling tales well told; and to their elders, 
as a useful handbook of reference, and a pleasant one to tak: up 
when their wish is to while away a weary half hour. We have 
seen no prettier gift-book for a longtime^* — ^ATHXNiKUM. 

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited from 

the Original Edition by J. W. Clark, M. A. Fellow of Trinity 

College, Cambridge. 

*' MiUilated and modified editions of this English classic are so muck 
the rule, that a cheap and pr^ copy of it, rigidly exact to the 
original, will be a prize to many book'buyers!* — Examiner. 

The Republic of Plato, translated into Engush, with 

Notes by J. LL Davies, M. A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 
*^A dainty and cheap little edition,"—'E,7iAMUHVBi. 
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The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and 

Musicians. Selected and arranged by John Huliah, Professor 

of Vocal Music in King's College, London. 

" A choke colUcHon of the sterling songs of England^ Scotland^ and 

Ireland f with the music of each prefixed to the Words, How much 

true wholesome pleasure such a book can diffuse^ and will diffuse^ 

we trust through manv thousand families *' — Examiner. 

La Lyre Prancaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by 
GusTAVE Masson, French Master in Harrow School 
A selection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces. 

Tom Brown's School Days. By An Old Boy. 

** A perfect gem of a book. The best and mast healthy book about 
boys for boys thai ever vhis written,^* — Illustrated Times. 

A Book of Worthies. Gathered from the Old Histories and 

written anew by the Author of " The Heir of Redclyffe." 

With Vignette. 

^^ An admirable addition to an admirable series.*^ — Westminster 

Review. 

A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry Attwell, 

Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown. 
** Mr. A tiwellhcts produced a book of rare value. . . . ffapptlyit 
is small enough to be carried about in the pocket, and of suck a com^ 
panion it would be difficult to weary**— Vk-ll Mall Gazette. 

Guesses at Truth. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 
.The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections irom the Works 
of the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Intro- 
ductory Essay by Edward Jenkins, Author of "Ginx's Baby," &c. 
«M charming little volume:*— ^i^k^iyKBJi. 

Theologia Germanica. — ^Which seUeth forth many feir Linea- 
ments of Divine Truth, and saith very lofty and lovely things 
touching a Perfect Life. Edited by Dr. Pfeiffer, from the only 
complete manuscript yet known. Translated from the German, 
by Susanna Winkworth. With a Preface by the Rev. Charles 
KiNGSLEY, and a Letter to the Translator by the Chevaher 
Bunsen, D.D. 

Milton's Poetical Works.— Edited, with Notes, &a, by 
Professor Masson. Two vols. i8mo. ^. 

Scottish Song, a Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland. 
Compiled and arranged, with brief Notes, by Mary Carlylb 

Aitkin. 

*^ Miss AUkifis exquisite collection of Scottish Song is so alluring, 
and suggests so many topics, that we find it difficult to lay it down. 
The book is one that should find a place in every library , we haa 
almost said in every pocket, and the summer tourist who wishes to 
carry with him into the country a volume of genuine poetry^ vnll 
find it difficult to select one containing within so smaU a compass 
so much of rarest z/a/m^."— Spectator. 
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Deutsche L,yrik. — ^The Golden Treasuy of the best German 
Lyrical Poems, selected and arranged with Notes and Literaiy 
Introduction. By Dr. Buchhsim. 

" TAts collection of German poetry is compiled with care and con^ 
scientiousness, .... The result of his labours is satisfactory. 
Almost all the lyrics dear to English readers of German will be 
found in this little volume,** — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Robert Herrick. — selections from the LYRICAL 

POEMS OF. Arranged with Notes by F. T. Palgravs. 

<< A delightful little book. Herrick, the English Catullus^ is simply 
one of the most exquisite of poets, and his fame and memory are 
fortunate in having found one so capable of doing honour to them, 
as the present editor; who contributes a charming dedication and 
a preface full of delicate and sensitive criticism to a volume than 
which one would hardly desire a choicer companion for a journey 
or for hours of ease in the country y — Daily News. 

Poems of Places. — Edited by H. W. Longfellow. England 
and Wales. Two Vols. 

** After a careful perusal we must pronounce his work an excellent 
collection. . . , In this compilaHon we fifid not only a guide* 
book for future trofvds, but a fund of reminiscences ^ the past. 
To many of us it will seem like a biograpJiy of our best and 
happiest emotions, , . . For those who know not all these places 
the book will be an excellent travelling companion or guide, or may 
even stand some in good stead in place of travel, " — TiMK& 

Matthew Arnold's Selected Poems. 

Also a Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. I2s, 6d, 

The Story of the Christians and Moors in Spain. 

—By Charlotte M. Yonge. With a Vignette by Holm an 
Hunt. 

Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. — Edited with Preface 

by the Rev. Alfred Ainger, Reader at the Temple. 

Wordsworth's Select Poems. — chosen and Edited, with 
Preface by Matthew Arnold. Also Large Paper Edition. 
Crown 8yo. gs. 

Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets. — Edited, with Notes, 

by Francis Turner Palgrave. 

Selections from Addison.— Edited by John Richard 
Green. [Shortly. 

Selections from Shelley. — Edited by Stopford a. 

P.ROOKE. [Shortly, 
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MAGMILLAN'8 GLOBE LIBRARY. 

Beautifully printed on toned paper price 3x. 6^. each. Also kept in a 
variety of calf and morocco bindings at moderate pricesm 

Books, Wordsworth says, are 

''the spirit breathed 
By dead men to their kind ; " 

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe Library has 
been to make it possible for the universal kin of English- 
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest " spirits 
of the mighty dead ; " to put within the reach of all classes 
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed 
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate 
price, of the works of the master-minds of English 
Literature, and occasionally of foreign literature in an 
attractive English dress. 

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study of 
their authors, are competent to afford every assistance to 
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original 
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and 
critical and explanatory notes. 

The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Editions 
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the 
English Language is spoken, and by theu: universal circula- 
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the same time 
ihey spread and nourish a common S)anpathy with nature's 
most "finely touched" spirits, and thus help a little to 
"make the whole world kin." 

The Saturday Review says: " The Globe Editions are admirable 
for their scholarly editings their typographical excellence, their com- 
pendious form, and their cheapness,** The British Quarterly 
Review says: **/n compendtousness, elegance, and scholarliness, 
the Globe Editions of Messrs, Macmillan surpass any popular series 
of our classics hitherto given to the public. As near an approach 
to miniature perfection as has ever been mcule^* 

Shakespeare's Complete Works. Edited by w. G. 

Clark, M.A., and W. Aldis Wright, M. A., of Trinity College, 

C 
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Cambridge, Editors of the "Cambridge Shakespeare. ** With 

Glossary. Pp. 1,075. 

7}i/ATHENiCUM says this edition is "a marvel of bMuty^ cheapness^ 
and compactness. . . . For the busy man, above all for the 
working student, this is the best of all existing ShaJkespeares*^ 
And tie Pall Mall Gazette observes : "To have produced 
the complete works of the worUTs greatest poet in such a forrn^ 
and at a price within the reach of every one, is of itself almost 
sufficient to give the publishers a claim to be considered public bene' 
factorsJ^ 

Spenser's Complete Works. Edited from the Original 

Editions and Manuscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. 

W. Hales, M.A. With Glossary, pp. Iv., 736. 

** Worthy — and higher praise it needs not — of the beautiful * Globe 

Series,^ The work is edited with all the care so noble a poet 

deserves" — Daily News. 

Sir Walter Scott's Poetical Works. Edited with a 

Biographical and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner PALGRAVKy 

and copious Notes, pp. xliiL, 559. 

•* We can almost sympathise with a middle-aged grumbler, who, after 
reading Mr, Palgrav^s memoir and introduction, should exclaim^ 
— ' Why was there not stick an edition of Scott when 1 was a sckool 
boyf* »' — Guardian. 

Complete ^Vorks of Kobert Bums. — THE POEMS, 

SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and 
Manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, and a 
Biographical Memoir by Alexander Smith, pp. bdi., 636. 
** Admirable in cUl respects^ — Spectator. ** The cheapest, the 

most perfect, and the most interesting edition wliich has ever been 

publiskea" — Bell's Messenger. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a 
Biographical Introduction by Henry Kingsley. pp. xxxl, 607. 
**A most excellent and in every way desirable edition^ — Court 

Circular. ^* MacmUlati s * Globe* Robinson Crusoe is a book to 

have and to keep.** — Morning Star. 

Goldsmith's Miscellaneous Works. Edited, with 

Biographical Introduction, by Professor Masson. pp. Ix., 695. 

"Such an admirable compendium of the facts of Goldsmith* s life^ 
and so careful and minute a delineation of the mixed traits of his 
t>eculiar character ets to bea very model of a literary biograpky 
in little.** — Scotsman. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and Intro. 

ductory Memoir, by Adolphus William Ward, M.A., Fellow 

of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, and Professor of History in 

Owens College, Manchester, pp. UL, 508. 

The Literary Churchman remarks : " The editor's own notes 
and introdttctory memoir are excellent, the memoir alone would be 
cheap and well worth buying at the price of the whole volume.** 
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Dryden's Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir, 

Revised Text, and Notes, by W. D. Ch&istib, M.A., of Trinity 

College, Cambridge, pp. Ixnvii., 662. 

**An admirable edUion^ the result of great research and of a careful 
revision of the text. The memoir prefixed contains^ within less 
than ninety pages^ as much sound criticism and as comprehensive 
a biography as the student of Dryden need desire.** — ^Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Cowper's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and 

Biographical Introduction, by William Benham, Vicar of 

Addington and Professor of Modem History in Queen's College, 

London, pp. IxxiiL, 536* 

**Mr, Benham* s edition of Cowper is one of permanent value. 
The biographiccU introduction is excellent, full of infomuition^ 
singularly neat and readable and modest — indeed too modest in 
its comments. The notes are concise and accurate, and the editor 
has been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unprinted 
matter. Altogether the booh is a very excellent one** — Saturday 
Review. 

Morte d' Arthur.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of Caxton, 
revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction by Sir Edward 
Strachey, Bart pp. xxxvii., 509. 

"// is with perfect confidence that we recommend this edition of the ola 
romaftceto every clctss of readers,** -^Vai^i. Mall Gazette. 

The Works of Virgil. Rendered into EngUsh Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By James 
Lonsdale, M.A., late FeUow and Tutor of Balliol College, 
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and 
Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College, 
London, pp. 288. 

**A more complete edition of Virgil in English it is scarcdy possible 
to conceive than the scholarly worh before us,** — Globe. 

The Works of Horace. Rendered into English Prose, with 

Introductions, Running Analysis, Notes, and Index. By John 

Lonsdale, M.A., and Samuel Lee, M.A. 

The Standard says, ** To classical and non-classtcal readers it 

will be invaluable as a faithful interpretcUion of Uie mind ana 

meaning of the poet, enriched as it is with notes and dissertations 

of the highest value in the way of criticism, illustration, and 

explanation.** 

Milton's Poetical Works. — Edited witii Introductions by 
Professor Masson. 

•* A worthy addition to a valuable j^n^j."— ATiiENiEUM. 
" In every way an admirable book."-^VM.\. Mall Gazette. 



MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS. 

In Crown Svo, cloth, price 6s. each Volwne. 



BY WILLIAM BLACK. 

A PRINCESS OK THULE. 

MADCAP VIOLET. 

THE MAID OF KILLEBNA; and other Tales. 

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A PHAETON. 

Illustrated. 
GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY. 

MACLEOD OF DARE. lilu&trated. 

BY CHARLES EINGSLEY, 

TWO YEARS AGO. 

•'WESTWARD HO!" 

ALTON LOCKE. With Portrait. 

HYPATIA. 

YEAST. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. lUusLrated. 
THE OQILVIES. Illustrated. 
AGATHA'S HUSBAND. lUustrated. 
OLIVE. lUustrated. 

BY CHARLOTTE M. YONGE. 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. Widi lUustrations. 

HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. With Illustrations. 

THE TRIAL : More Lmks in the Daisy Chain. With Illus- 
trations. 

HOPES AND FEARS. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. With lUustrations. 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 2 Vols. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. 



MACMILLAN'S POPULAR VOYEIS—^ntinue^. 



BY CHARLOTTE M. YONGE-f^'^/'V»«^^. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 
LADY HESTER ; or, Ursula's Narrative. 
THE THREE BRIDES. 2 Vols. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. 

BY ANNIE KEARY, 

CASTLE DALY. 

OLDBURY. 

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. 

BY GEORGE FLEMING. 

A NILE NOVEL. 
MIRAGE. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 

THE EUROPEANS, 
THE AMERICAN. 



TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. 

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. 

THE FOOL OF QUALITY. By H. Brooke. 

REALM AH. By the Author of "Friends in Council." 

PATTY. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

HUGH CRICHTON'S ROMANCE. By C. R. Coleridge. 

OWEN GWYNNE'S GREAT WORK. By Lady Augusta 

NOEL. 
MY TIME, AND WHAT I'VE DONE WITH IT. By F. 
C. BURNAND. 

ROSE TURQUAND. By Ellice Hopkins. 
OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Norton, 
SEBASTIAN. By Katherine Cooper. 

THE LAUGHING MILL; and other Tales. By Julian 
Hawthorne. 



Now pablishing, in crown 8vo^ price 2t, 6tL 

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. 

Edited by JOHN MORLEY. 
ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS-JOHNSON. By Leslie 

STEPHEN. Crown 8vo. 2J. 6^. 

" The new series opens well with Mr. Leslie Stephen's sketch of 
Dr. Johnsun. It could hardly have been done better, and it will convey 
to the readers for whom it i;^ intended a juster estimate of Johnson than 
either of the two essays of Lord Macaulay." — Pa^ Mcul Cazeiie, 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS.— SCOTT. By R. H. HurroN. 

Crown 8vo. 2j. 6d, 

** We could not wish for a more suggestive introduction to Scott and 
his poems and novels." — Examitter, 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS.— GIBBON. By J. C. 
MORISON. Crown 8vo. 2s, 6d, 

" As a clear, thoughtful, and attractive record of the life and >\ orks 
of the greatest among the world's historians, it deseirves the higliest 
praise. "^Examiner, 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS— SHELLE 7. By J. A. 

SYMONDS. Crown 8vo. 2J. 6d, 

" The lovers of this great poet are to be congratulated at having at 
their command so fresh, clear, and intelligent a presenlment of the 
subject, written by a man of adequate and wide culiure.'' — Athenaum, 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS-HUME. By Professor 
HUXLEY, F.R.S. Crown 8vo. 2j. 6</. 

" It may fairly be said that no one now living could have expounded 
Hume with more sympathy or with equal perspicuity." — Athenaum. 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS. — GOLDSMITH. By 

WILLIAM BLACK. Crown 8vo. 2s, 6J. 

"Mr. Black brings a fine sympathy and ta^te to l)ear in his criticism 
of Goldsmith's writings, as well as his sketch of the incidents of his 
life. " — Athenaum, 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS.— DEFOE. By W. Minto. 

Crown 8vo. 2j. 6d, 

**Mr. Minto*s book is careful and accurate in all that is stated, and 
foith^ul in all that it suggests. It will repay reading more than once." 
— Aihenteum, 






EliGtlSH MEN OF VlWm^-ConHnued. 



ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.— BURNS. By Principal 

SHAIRP. Crown 8vo. 2f. &/. 



« 



It is impossible to desire fairer criticism than Principal Shairp's 
on Bnms's poetry. «... None of the series has g^ven a truer estimate 
either of character or of genius than this volume." — S^eciaiar, 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS.-SPENSER. By the Very 
Rev. the Dean of St. Paul's. Crown 8vo. 2s, 6d, 

" Df. Church is master of his subject, and writes always with good 
taste. " — Academy, 

ENGLISH MEN OP LETTERS.-THACKERAY. By 

ANTHONY TROLLOPE. Crown 8vo. 2s. (hL 

** Mr. Trollope*s slcetch is exceedingly adapted to fulfil the purpose 
of the series in which it appears." — Athentcum, 

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. -BURKE. By John 

MORLEY. Crown 8vo 2j. 6d, 

** Perhaps the best criticism yet published on the life and character 
of Burke is contained in Mr. Morley*s compendious biography. His 
style is vigorous and polished, and both his politicaland personal 
judgment and his literary criticisms are just, generous, subtle, and in 
a high degree interesting." — Saturday Review, 

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.— MILTON. By Mark 

PATTISON. Crown 8vo. zs, (yd. 

In preparation, 

HAWTHORNE. By Henry James. 
SOUTHEY. By Professor Dowden. 
CHAUCER. By Professor A. W. Ward. 
COWPER. By GOLDWTN Smith. 
BUNYAN. By J. A. Froude. 
WORDSWORTH. By F. W. H. Myers. 

Others in preparation, 

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON. 
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